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A Cheap Racket 

By Syd McGinley 

“There's no room for balls in these shorts." 


Cal leered at Tim's butt and package. The white shorts were 
tight, but his balls were clearly contained. 


"Not those! These! | need to fit these in the pockets." Tim 
bounced a green fuzzy tennis ball off Cal's chest. "Dude, do 
you have no hand-eye coordination?" 


Cal shrugged. "Don't need it for the ball handling | prefer." 


"Get your mind out of the gutter and get the next size up 
before we get thrown out. | do have to be able to play in 
these. They're not just a costume." 


"You put too much effort into these gigs." 


"It's my career, thank you! And why do you think I have 
repeat customers? It's the attention to detail." 


"And your tight shorts." 


"That's the way in. The rest keeps me there. Come on, man, 
get me the next pair." 


Cal left the fitting room and went off on the errand. Tim did 
a mirror check of his assets. These shorts did look good, but 
he'd injure himself if he actually moved in them, let alone 
played a set. 


He flexed his arms and rotated his wrist to check out the 
play of tendons in his forearm. Maybe he should get a 
Sleeveless shirt like Rafa Nadal. He rolled up the sleeves of 
his white shirt to get the effect. Yeah. That was the ticket. 
The hint of blond armpit hair would drive Mr. Michaels crazy. 


He stuck his head out of the fitting room door and called to 
Cal to bring him a wifebeater as well. 


A few heads turned. Shit. Try as he might, Tim just couldn't 
get this inconspicuous thing right. If only he could learn to 
be more discreet, he'd get a wider base of clients. On the 
other hand, he was doing okay, and getting noticed was 
important, too. He inspected his face in the mirror. He 
looked so fucking wholesome. All corn-fed and healthy. He'd 
rather his hair was shorter and more stylish, but the 
rumpled blond look worked, especially with a headband. He 
bared his teeth and sighed. A few more months and he'd be 
able to get those fuckers bonded. For now he'd keep the 
shy, close-lipped smile as his greeting. 


Hard for the Money - 4 


Cal came back in as Tim finished fighting his way out of the 
shorts. The button had left a red impression just below his 
navel. 


"Sexy," sniggered Cal. 
"Aw shut up, man. It's not like | need a girdle or anything." 


Cal rolled his eyes. "Not like that guy you fucked last 
summer. What was his name?" 


"Mr. Angelos, may he rest in peace. He was a fine man." 
"You mean he was a good tipper." 


"No," said Tim snippily. "I mean he was kind and 
considerate." He did up the new shorts and pulled the shirt 
over his head. "How's this?" He shoved a tennis ball into the 
shorts pocket and struck a pose, tossing the other ball up 
and down in his palm. 


"Mr. Michaels may have a heart attack. You're hot, man. Can 
you bend in them?" 


Tim touched his toes and gave his ass a wriggle. His shirt 
billowed and he made sure Cal got a good view of his chest 
through the over-sized armholes. 


"Shit. Smoking. You'd better get changed before | ask for a 
freebie in Dick's changing room." 


"Hey, you want a friends with benefits deal, you just need to 
ask, Cal." 


"You know that's not what I'd want." Cal looked at the price 
tag on the shorts and frowned. "I'll meet you in the parking 
lot." 


Fuck. Cal had such a Puritan hidden deep inside him. He'd 
joke around about Tim's job and wanting to have sex with 
him, but the actual chance to do Tim? Oh no, then Cal 


remembered his best friend was a whore. Tim changed fast 
and checked out of the sporting goods store with an 
expensive outfit, several tubes of balls, and a cheap racket. 


He tossed them into the back seat of Cal's convertible and 
jumped over the closed door into the passenger seat. There 
was no point getting bitter with Cal. It was what it was. Cal 
wouldn't fuck a whore, and Tim wasn't quitting anytime 
soon. He had plans, and he was doing well. Once his teeth 
were fixed, he'd do even better, and if he looked after 
himself he could get another ten years of well-paid work out 
of his body. 


By then his investments would be solid. Cal might have his 
trust fund -- albeit a small one -- but Tim had to build his 
own future. His body was his main asset. Tim wasn't dumb, 
he even enrolled in community college for a few quarters 
every so often, but he hated settling down. The same job, 
the same classes, hell, the same man -- not for him. Staying 
in the same city was tough enough, but he had a client base 
here and wasn't ready to start over in a new town. At least 
not yet. 
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He yawned and stretched as Cal drove them through the 
summer afternoon toward Shady Glens. 


When he woke up, they were just pulling into the gated 
community. Tim felt a bit bad that he used the cover of Cal's 
grandma as an unquestioned way in. Not like there were 
rules against visitors -- this was just a retirement 
community, not some super-secure nursing facility -- but it 
made it easier not to have to pretend to be someone's 
nephew again. Cal dropped him off at the tennis courts and 
went over to see his grammy. The Mr. Michaels gig was 


making that old lady happy at least. And Mr. Michaels was 
very happy. Tim wondered if he'd have a partner today. 


Mr. Michaels had only come up with the tennis scenario on 
the last visit; before then, they'd mostly done standard 
delivery boy scenes. 


“There you are, young man. | have the far court reserved for 
us. We'll see if we pick up a game. 


If not, there's the practice machine, and | may feel up for a 
volley or two." 


"Hi, Mr. Michaels. Is there a changing area? | have some 
proper clothes this time." 


"Do you now? Well, very good, very good. Run along that 
way, and I'll meet you on the court. 


See if anyone in there looks like a prospect." 


Tim cruised the locker room with his eyes as he changed. 

Mr. Michaels was not always patient so he was hasty in his 
scoping. No candidates. Mr. Michaels had been optimistic, 
he thought. 


Regular club members were all over fifty-five. He didn't 
mind -- he was quite happy with a Papa to play with, but Mr. 
Michaels would have had a vision of two young things 
playing for his entertainment. He was kinda relieved. He 
preferred to work solo. 


"Hey, Tim." 


"Ari! Hi! What are you doing here?" 


"Using the gym. Mama moved in here at Easter. | come over 
and do her lawn and all the good son stuff." 


"And you get to use the gym? | can't tell you how out of 
place you look." 


Ari looked himself up and down slowly and then made a fake 
surprised look as if he had no idea before that he was a bear 
with tattoos and piercings. Tim giggled. 


"Well you're here, squirt. | have a guest pass from Mama. 
Although I'm sure you earn yours differently." 


"Hell yeah. Hey, Ari, | have a new client this weekend. Will 
you be my rescue ring again? I'm not so sure about this 


guy. ul 


"I can be your drop off and look all badass leather-pimp if 
you like." 


"I'd love it! Usual trade?" 
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"BJ and OJ? Yup." 


"Sweet. I'll text you on Friday. Right now I gotta run!" Tim 
hustled out to the far court. He didn't want Mr. Michaels to 
think he was dawdling. 


"No candidates, Mr. M." 


"Never mind. I'll look out for a tennis partner for you. This 
court has the ball machine -- it's why I reserved it. I've set it 
already. Ready to get sweaty?" 


Last weekend was the first time Tim had played since high 
school -- even just lobbing the ball back and forth with a 


friendly old-timer while Mr. M "umpired" had been enough to 
make him sore the next day. He was in good shape, but 
man, his thighs and knees had only just stopped bitching at 
him. And oh fuck, this machine was brutal. Hard serves, not 
super fast, but all over the court. 


Tim was sweating and panting in no time. He felt his hair 
begin to straggle and he shoved his sweat band up. He was 
only getting to a third of the serves and a good half of his 
returns had Mr. 


M yelling "out." He was beginning to hate the thump of the 
machine firing and even the increasingly rare plunk of his 
racket strings. Hell, he was really earning his money today. 


The machine stopped, and he put his hands on his thighs 
and leaned forward, breathing heavily. 


Mr. M strode down the court, around the net, and over to 
Tim. Mr. M stood behind him, reached forward, and grasped 
Tim's arms to position the racket better. Tim stayed very 
still. He knew Mr. 


M relished this part -- standing out in broad daylight with a 
boy in his arms and his crotch against Tim's ass, and all 
perfectly proper. Mr. M's nose touched the back of Tim's 
neck, and he shivered as Mr. M inhaled. 


"Good boy, you remembered not to use any sprays." 
"It's all me, Mr. M." 


Tim felt Mr. M's tongue flick the nape of his neck, and then 
Mr. M's sinewy, freckled arms moved Tim's wrists. 


"Like this for backhands. We'll try them next." 


Tim moaned and pounded around the court for another 
exhausting practice drill. He supposed he could take it less 
seriously, but he hated missing those fucking balls, and his 
pride as a service provider was at stake, too. If only he could 
handle this fucking serve. 


"Okay, practice over! You're getting better. We'll try to find 
you a partner next time." 
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Tim smiled wanly and gulped at the bottled water Mr. M 
handed him. Mr. M tossed a small towel at him. 


"Here, sit on this while | drive you to my condo." 


Tim grinned. He knew the hand towel was not just to protect 
the leather seats from his sweat. 


Last week he saw Mr. M carefully fold his used towel and 
Slide it into a baggie. Just something to get him through the 
week, and Tim didn't begrudge that -- especially if it kept 
him on Mr. M's mind. 


Tim let the head of the racket rest on the floor mat with the 
handle resting against his inner thigh. 


He let his knees spread, and he idly scratched the back of 
his head so Mr. M got a good flash of armpit hair and whiff of 
fresh sweat. 


Mr. M was a good-looking man -- trim, mid-sixties, lots of 
gray hair -- and Tim knew he dated other retired men, but if 
he could afford an afternoon once a week living out his 
fantasy as a tennis coach with a hot young thing then why 
not? What the hell else was a good retirement fund for? 


They passed Cal's grandma's modest ranch house and Cal's 
incongruous sports car outside. Tim had an hour until Cal 
came to pick him up. He resisted getting his own car since 
"my ride is here" was a solid excuse, plus he could salt away 
what he'd have spent on a car payment, insurance, and gas. 
Many tricks liked it when he arrived on his mountain bike, 
and delivery boy was always a good cover, too. The few cab 
fares he used didn't really dent his income, and so long as 
Cal stayed sweet with the rides, he was in good shape. 


This was only the second time doing the tennis boy scene, 
but Tim knew the drill. Shoes and socks off by the door, iced 
teas from the kitchen, and then upstairs for a "shower." Mr. 
Michaels liked having a young man puttering in the kitchen, 
Slicing a lemon and working the ice maker -- 


maybe not as much as the sex, but it was all part of the 
package. No anonymous wham bam from a Timmy Special. 
Some conversation and time spent together first, then 
watching Tim practice tennis -- getting hot and sweaty and 
showing off his athletic body -- all that, too, was part of the 
deal. 


Tim carried his glass up the stairs and into Mr. M's bedroom. 
He was following last time's script since Mr. M hadn't said 
otherwise. He acted as if he were alone and started pulling 
off his damp clothes and stretching and bending as if he 
were cooling down his exercised muscles. Well, he was, and 
boy, was he going to be sore again. In just his jock strap, he 
bent forward to touch his toes, making sure his ass faced 
the open door. 


Right on cue, he felt Mr. M's hand cup his ass and squeeze. 
Mr. M made some garbled remark about his tennis student 
being a naughty exhibitionist and needing to learn a lesson, 
but clearly he was too far gone to have Tim do his " please 


don't punish me, Coach" line. Tim's jock was around his 
knees and he felt a hot probing tongue between his ass 
cheeks. He spread his legs as far as his jock would let them 
go and grabbed his ankles to keep balanced. 
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Cal could never get his head around the idea that most of 
Tim's tricks wanted to blow him or even eat his ass or get 
fucked by Tim. 


Tim would always shrug and say, "There's a glut of bottoms, 
dude. You know it -- there's always more guys at the clubs 
wanting to get fucked and to worship a big old cock. You 
can't tell me you don't love it being that way around, too -- 
you're always getting lucky with some bottom." 


Cal nodded slowly. "Yeah. | guess." 


Tim nudged his buddy hard. "Dude, if | guaranteed you were 
the one getting blown, would you join me?" 


"No! Tim! | told you to stop asking." 


"Whatever. But Mr. M would pay well to see me blow you. Or 
you fuck me." 


"| don't need the money," said Cal snippily. 


That had stung. Cal's contempt for Tim's profession hurt, but 
Tim put it out of his mind and yielded to the rimming he was 
receiving from Mr. M. It was pretty much impossible not to 
give in. Fifty years of experience counted for a fucking lot. 
Mr. M gave the best blow jobs and rimmings Tim had ever 
had. 


His moan was in no way faked. Tim took pride in delivering 
the real deal -- besides, he considered himself a pretty bad 
actor. He could do the normal, good-mannered social 
conversations -- everyone faked small talk -- but his 
bedroom work was no performance. 


"Jesus. Mr. M! I'm gonna fall!" 


Mr. M stopped thrusting and withdrew his tongue with a 
slow, undulating motion. Tim wailed. 


"Stand," said Mr. Michaels hoarsely. "And turn." 

Tim faced Mr. M who was still on his knees. 

"Step out of your jock." 

Tim flipped it with his toe onto the bed. "Keep it, Mr. M." 


Mr. Michaels nodded his thanks as he buried his face against 
Tim's thighs and inhaled deeply. 


He rubbed his face against Tim's balls and kissed them 
repeatedly, and then took one into his mouth. 


"Holy fuck," hissed Tim as Mr. M swirled his tongue around 
Tim's sac and sucked rhythmically. 


Tim’s other nut was cradled and stroked tenderly. Mr. 
Michaels was breathing deeply, and after a few seconds 
began to hum. His nose burrowed into Tim's pubes. 
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Tim's neglected cock jerked and he longed to start his 
stroke. He knew better than to hurry it. He put his hands on 
his head and let his belly stretch and his armpits breathe. 


Mr. M sat back on his heels and ogled him. Tim tightened his 
belly so his prick twitched. 


"Lie on the bed! Face up." 


Tim thanked his lucky stars that he wasn't ticklish. Mr. M 
spent a good twenty minutes licking and kissing Tim's belly, 
chest, and armpits. It was torment; Mr. M avoided his 
nipples and cock. 


Mr. M finally stripped himself, and Tim grinned at the proud 
cock straining toward him. 


"Your armpit," whispered Mr. M, and Tim clamped his right 
elbow to his ribs so that Mr. M's prick could fuck his armpit 
for awhile. Frankly, Tim thought it felt weird, but it kept him 
fluffed so he guessed he liked it at some level. Mr. M said he 
smelled like grapefruit and ginger and felt like the inside of 
a musk melon. Tim tried not to giggle at that, but 
remembered that Mr. M had been a fruit wholesaler before 
he retired. 


"Soon, Tim." 


Tim grabbed the lube and condoms from the bedside, and 
worked on tearing the foil open with his teeth while Mr. 
Michaels kept frotting at his pit. 


The grip of the condom nearly pushed Tim over the edge. 
He bit his lip and rolled it down slowly with his left hand. 


Mr. M pulled back and rolled onto his back. His knees 
wouldn't let him work doggy style, but today must be a 
good day for his acid reflux. Tim was amazed at how flexible 
Mr. M still was -- 


his ankles were hooked behind Tim's neck even as Tim 
made the first thrust. 


Tim worked on giving Mr. M a good ride. His ass was still 
good and tight and Tim was genuinely getting off. Mr. M was 
a handsome man. He had his ailments, but he took good 
care of himself. 


"Fuck," yelled Tim. "That was -- wow!" 


"An old dog with a new trick," said Mr. M, panting as he 
repeated his motion and made Tim holler again. "Make me 
come, Tim." 


Tim focused on getting the right angle and hammered at Mr. 
M's prostate until his client bucked and shot. He was nearly 
over the edge from Mr. M's movements, but he withdrew 
carefully and pulled off the condom. He lay down on the bed 
on his back and waited. Mr. M rolled over and curled up 
beside him, face nestled on Tim's iliac crest. Tim's poor cock 
quivered, but Tim knew Mr. M wanted to recoup and observe 
a hard young dick up close. 


Tim did his best to relax, and he did start to doze just a little 
despite his almost painful arousal. 
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Mr. M began to trace the veins of Tim's erection slowly with 
his fingertips and then brush the glistening head of Tim's 
cock. Tim sighed and let Mr. M control the pace of the hand 
job. Cal ought to envy him, he thought. Getting paid for 
being worshipped and kept on the brink of orgasm for an 
hour? 


"Uh," he said. "Uh-uh!" 


Mr. M stopped the hand job and fondled him. 


"Please, Coach," said Tim, reviving their abandoned script 
and also using it to signal that time was nearly up. "Please, 
Coach, let me come." 


Mr. M switched to a firm hand pump of the end of Tim's cock 
and bent his face into the spray of Tim's come. Tim came 
back to reality while Mr. M rubbed his cheeks against Tim's 
shaft to work the come into his skin. Tim noticed Mr. M kept 
his mouth firmly shut. 


"About that shower?" Tim said after a few sticky minutes. 


Mr. M had a decadent multi-headed, walk-in shower, and 
Tim wrapped up his afternoon's service by soaping and 
displaying his glistening body while his coach "spied" on 
him. He made sure to drop the soap and bend slowly for it 
before stretching and scrubbing at his armpits. 


Mr. M tucked his fee into Tim's gym bag while Tim dried off 
and pulled on a fresh T-shirt and some jeans. 


"Another tennis lesson next Wednesday, Tim?" 
"Yes please, Coach. I'll meet you at the courts." 


"Uh, do you think your friend who drives you would play a 
set with you?" 


Tim sighed. "Cal doesn't play, Mr. M. Sorry. | have asked 
him." 


On cue, Cal's horn beeped outside. Tim frowned. 


"Sorry, Mr. M. | keep telling him honking is crass, and he 
should use the fucking doorbell." 


"Off you go, young man. Practice your backhand stroke." 


Cal had a box of cookies from his grammy on the back seat 
and Tim scarfed down a few as they headed for the grocery 
store. He and Cal were roommates, despite Cal's occasional 
qualms about living with a hustler. Tim would sourly point 
out that Cal was quite happy for his "immoral earnings” to 
pay for pizza and pay-per-views. 
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Cal was clearly having another of his cheap weeks. He 
picked through the "oops we baked too much" bins and "just 
expired, but still wholesome" specials. Tim rolled his eyes 
and threw a package of steaks into the cart. Not the priciest, 
but not the skirt steak either. Cal riposted with some boxes 
of Hamburger Helper and cans of Chef Boyardee. Tim knew 
he shouldn't provoke Cal, but he wished Cal would get over 
his trust fund guilt. 


He didn't envy Cal the income. It was a settlement from a 
wrongful death suit, and Cal would much rather have his 
mother back. His grandma wouldn't take any of the money 
beyond small presents from her beloved grandson. Her son 
was Cal's dad, and he'd divorced Cal's mom before she died. 
Cal had dropped out of college last year since he couldn't 
settle on a major, and took odd jobs here and there when he 
got bored. Cal would mutter about wishing he had a 
purpose. 


He'd pendulum between outrageous purchases -- like the 
sports car or an island vacation -- and then live like a pauper 
from the guilt at enjoying the extravagance. The trouble 
was, he'd resent Tim spending his own money on anything, 
too. Tim had long-term goals, but he didn't let them spoil his 
own lifestyle. 


We both have too much time and too much money, thought 
Tim. But at least I know what I don't want! 


He and Cal had a quiet evening in their apartment. Cal 
played with the Wii, and Tim reviewed his investments and 
his schedule. He still felt a bit antsy about the new client 
booked for the weekend. Tim pretty much depended on 
word of mouth for his customers, and usually clients were 
vouched for by someone else. This guy said he'd gotten 
Tim's number from a trick who'd left town a month or so 
ago, so Tim hadn't been able to do the usual "Is he cool?" 
check. 


Still, being dropped off by Ari on his wicked black Gold Wing 
would probably serve as fair notice that Tim wasn't to be 
mistreated. Aristotle Nikopolidis was a teddy bear really, but 
he looked intimidating, and he could summon up every drop 
of his father's Greek blood to look mad, bad, and dangerous 
to know. 


KKK 
Ari gave the engine a rev as Tim checked the address. 


"Rescue ring in two hours, boy. Then you can treat me to a 
movie." 


"Aw, you don't want the OJ and BJ?" 


"Did | say instead of?" Ari could rumble as deep as his bike. 
"Cheeky boy. | still want my Sunday brunch 'n' blow." 


Tim trotted up the garden path and rang the bell. He gave a 
wave to Ari and stepped inside. 


Two hours later, he was praying for his phone call. "Ring, 
damn you, ring," he muttered, careful not to let his 


emotions show. That would be a real mistake. 
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At last! His phone gave its burst of Libiamo and he looked 
appropriately startled. 


"Oh! Sorry. I'd better get it. My friends worry if | don't 
answer." 


He flipped it open hurriedly before his client could object. 


"Yes, Mr. Nikopolidis, yes. At your convenience, sir. Thank 
you, sir." Tim hung up and breathed a sigh of relief. He could 
focus on his excruciatingly boring client knowing that Ari 
would ring the doorbell in half an hour. 


"At your convenience, sir" meant "come and get me, but no 
hurry," but "when it suits you, sir" 


meant "OMG now!" and was carefully crafted to sound 
casual and the opposite of what it meant. 


And if Tim didn't pick up at all, then Ari would be kicking in 
the door. 


Tim put his social smile back on and paid attention. His 
client had come twice -- once a quickfire in his own pants 
and a second time far more slowly and over Tim's feet. Now 
they were conversing, or rather Tim's client was dishing and 
bitching about everything under the sun and Tim was 
nodding. Oddly, he found the rambling gossip about people 
he didn't know mildly less boring than having his feet 
worshipped and masturbated over. He swallowed a yawn 
and wondered if this was what being jaded meant. 


He did not leap up in relief when Ari rang the bell, but made 
his goodbyes politely and accepted a booking for the same 
next week -- how could he say no? Foot-Guy had given him 
a big tip, and this was very easy money. Tim hadn't even 
had to touch him. 


Ari still made sure to give a glower as they left. 


"Just in case, boy. Now, hold tight. We can make the next 
showing of Roses and Memories." 


“Nooooo," moaned Tim. "God, Ari. How can you like chick 
flicks so much? Please? Can't you just tie me up and beat 
me if you want to make me suffer?" 


"I'll do that too, bratling, if you don't grab on. Let's go. And | 
want popcorn, too." 


"God. You're an expensive bodyguard." 


Ari snorted, sobbed, and chomped his way through the 
movie, to Tim's mortification. There was no banter too 
contrived, scene too mawkish, or popcorn too greasy for Ari 
when the urge for cheap romance hit him. Tim was mildly 
entertained, but enjoyed himself the most when some jock 
asked Ari to keep it down and then about peed himself in 
front of his cheerleader date when Ari simply turned around 
in his seat. 


"Sheesh," said Ari to Tim as the couple hurried away. "I was 
gonna Say sorry, but | guess he had to go." 
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"You look like Bluto in the dark," giggled Tim, and then he 
snuggled in as Ari flopped a friendly arm over his shoulder. 
Tim deliberately dozed through the rest of the movie. It was 


pretty crappy in his opinion, but he didn't want to risk 
welling up over the puppy scene he'd read about in the 
review. Ari let his own tears drip into his mustache, and then 
blew his nose with a mighty honk during the credits. 


"You are so sentimental," joshed Tim. 


"It takes a true man to show his soft heart," said Ari. "My 
papa always said so, and I'm not ashamed to cry." 


"Or watch crap," muttered Tim. 


"Hey! Some respect here! | will soank your bottom, Timmy, 
if you don't mind your manners." 


Tim gave Ari's chunky waist a squeeze as he settled into the 
bitch seat of the bike. 


"Just bear baiting, Ari." 
Ari's growl and the bike's echoed each other. 


Back at his place, Tim set Ari up with the guest room. He 
and Ari never shared a bed even though they traded 
services every so often. Being bored had exhausted him, 
and he was asleep without even a relaxing wank. He was up 
before Cal or Ari to brew coffee and prep the makings of a 
brunch for them all. 


Cal liked Ari, but Tim still respected Cal's preference for 
private sex by taking Ari his promised orange juice in bed. 
Ari lounged regally while Tim placed his juice on the night 
stand and then burrowed under the covers. 


Ari had a morning erection already, and Tim took a little 
time to tease at Ari's balls and navel before licking up Ari's 
shaft. He yelped in surprise. 


"Ari! You have a PA! When did you get it? OMG! Did it hurt? 
Does it feel good when you fuck? 


Does it catch on a rubber? Mmmmph..." 


Ari effectively silenced Tim's babble with Ari’s cock, and Tim 
let the feel of the metal ball on his tongue distract him from 
his questions. He shivered at the sensation of the smooth 
surface sliding toward the back of his throat. It was hypnotic 
once Ari settled into a rhythm. Tim made a game of trying 
to flick it with his tongue tip as Ari pulled back and then 
thrust again. Ari, judging by his moans, appreciated the 
flicks. Tim was always careful with his teeth during oral sex, 
but he realized his teeth might be the parts at risk this time 
as the metal clicked against them when Ari got energetic. 
What the fuck, he was getting them fixed soon. He put his 
hand at the base of Ari's cock to control the depth a little -- 
Ari's cock was big and burly like the rest of him - 


- and used his other hand to tickle Ari's hairy asshole a little. 
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"Yeah!" Ari roared and shot into Tim's mouth. The hot come 
around the metal had a tang that Tim decided he liked, and 
he licked avidly at Ari's slit until Ari protested at the over- 
stimulation. 


Tim tossed back the covers and knelt astride Ari's mighty 
thighs. 


"So glad you get tested and let me swallow that! | miss it 
with my clients." 


Ari grinned. "My pleasure, boy. And I'm glad you play safe. 
One day, | want your ass for my own, and I want it kept 
Safe." 


"Oh Ari, you're always trying to make me settle down and 
make an honest boy out of me!" 


"Nah. | know better than to push you -- you've still got goals, 
and you're enjoying yourself. 


When you retire your ass, I'll be here. Now show me you like 
your Papa-Bear." 


Tim grabbed his shaft and jerked off for Ari. He ran his free 
hand over Ari's furry, round belly and chest. He stopped to 
tug at the steel rings in Ari's nipples. "You could moor a boat 
to those bad boys! They're huge!" 


Ari moaned in pleasure as Tim twisted them a little. "Did 
you see the new charm | added to my guiche?" 


Tim twisted to look without stopping his wank. "Dude! And 
that bead on your Prince Albert is so great! I've never seen 
one cast as a cockhead shape before." 


"| thought it was funny," said Ari with a sly grin. 
"You have a weird sense of humor, Ari, but | like it." 


"Shut up and stroke it, boy. My OJ is gonna get warm if you 
don't spurt soon." 


"Grumpy ole bear. | should get a ring in your nose and lead 
you -- ow! Sorry, Sir! I'm working! 


Look!" Tim pulled frantically at his prick and shut his eyes as 
his orgasm suddenly roared through his nerves. 


He flopped forward to sprawl on Ari's broad and comfortable 
front. 


"You're better than a sofa, Sir," he mumbled after a short 
Snuggle. 


"| would fucking hope so! Now sit up, boy. | think you 
spooged in my ear spool. It feels drippy." 


Tim sat up straight and clapped his hand over his mouth. 
"Oh! I did. It looks like you had aural sex." 


"One of these fine days, | am going to spank you royally. 
When | make you mine..." 
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Tim slid off the bed. "You need coffee! That'll set everything 
right. Come on, Ari. | have coffee in the kitchen, and I'm all 
set up to make you eggs however you want them. And | 
heard Cal bring in the Sunday paper." 


"Make ‘em over easy, and save me the home and garden 
section." 


Ari ambled to the bathroom while Tim got domestic. Cal was 
already drinking coffee and reading the movie reviews. 


"You had a phone call. Mr. M. He tried to flirt with me. I'm 
telling you, Tim -- | don't wanna get propositioned by any of 
your skeezy clients. | don't give it up for money." 


Tim bit his lip. "Cal -- | know you get nervous about being hit 
on, but--" 


"Can it, Cal," said Ari from the hallway. "It's Tim's non- 
judgment they buy. You should try being that way 
sometimes." 


"You're not my Sir, Ari, so you can it." 


"Hey! You two! Quit it. Eat your eggs while I call Mr. M. Shit, | 
hope he's not canceling." 


An uneasy truce reigned while Tim made his call in the living 
room. He came back in looking unsettled. 


"Everything okay, Tim?" 
"Uh, yeah. He wants me to be a friend's birthday present." 
"What's the catch?" 


"He's in a nursing home. Mr. M is going to get me in using 
the nephew ruse." Tim fiddled with his coffee cup. "Ari, will 
you come with me?" 


"| don't think you'll be in any danger in a nursing home, 
Tim." 


"| might need a ride afterward. Mr. M says he wants to -- uh - 
- say goodbye to his friend alone. | think -- | think he's really 
old." 


"Ew," said Cal. "Wrinkly sex." 


Ari shot him a cold look. "I think you're missing the point, 
Cal. Tim, are you getting the idea this is a farewell present?" 


"Yeah. It's spooky." 
"You can say no." 
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"Aw, | can't do that, Ari! How could I sleep knowing | dodged 
this? Poor old guy." 


Cal snorted. "Jesus, Tim. | thought the hooker with a heart of 
gold was retired as a stereotype." 


"Oh fuck you, Cal. That's mean. | know | get paid, but | think 
sex is a good thing. People should get to have it and feel 
healed." 


“"Healed? Bullcrap, Tim. You're just justifying being a tramp." 


“Enough! Cal. Back off. Tim's right. Sex is a spiritual force. 
Have you never done a scene and been transported?" 


Cal shrugged. "I don't do the leather stuff. But okay, yeah, 
I'll believe you that sex can feel good enough to be spiritual, 
but that doesn't mean it is." 


Tim was only half-listening to Ari as he started explaining his 
D/s philosophy to Cal. 


"You sound like a freaking missionary, man," said Cal after 
awhile, but the good humor was back in his voice. 


"It's a service," said Ari seriously. "A calling." 


Tim gave them a somber look as he came out of his reverie. 
"Guys, this is sad. Mr. M told me this man is alone because 
his kids have power of attorney and kicked up a fuss about 
his partner and got them separated and his partner died in 
a different facility and -- aw, Ari! Don't! Here -- 


have some paper towels." 


Even Cal had the grace to sit quietly while Ari wiped his 
eyes. 


"I'll come with you, too," said Cal, then spoiled it by adding, 
"that way | can drive in case Ari's too overcome." 


Ari tossed his balled-up paper towel at him. "You little punk. 
But yeah, solidarity. We can go to a movie afterward to 
cheer up!" 


Tim moaned. "Only if | pick the film." 


"Deal." 


KKK 


Mr. M was surprised, but polite, when Tim arrived escorted 
by a giant Greek bear in a suit and a preppy young man ina 
"visiting relatives" blue sports jacket and Dockers. 
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"Hi, Mr. Michaels. This is Calvin Jefferson, my roomie, and 
Aristotle Nikopolidis, my, uh, friend." 


"Cal and Ari," said Ari. "We thought we'd drop by and wish 
your friend a happy birthday. We have a movie date with 
Tim." 


"Nice to meet you. I'm not sure that James is really well 
enough for so many new faces. Perhaps you could take a 
stroll in the grounds while Tim -- uh-- " 


Ari took pity. "It's okay, Mr. Michaels. We know why Tim is 
here." 


Mr. M gave Ari a hard look. "Are you his pimp?" 


"No! Mr. M -- no. Ari is my friend. I'm sorry. | told them your 
friend's story and they were worried I'd be upset, so, aw 
crap, I'm sorry." 


"You assured me you provided a discreet service," said Mr. 
Michaels with a chilly note in his voice. "That doesn't mean 


blab and show up with an entourage." 
"I'm sorry. | meant well." 


"Indeed. Well, James' room is this way. I've arranged for his 
roommate to be gone for an hour. 


I'll introduce you and then I'll join Ari and Cal in the 
grounds." 


Tim hung his head and presented the very picture of a 
chastened nephew being corralled into visiting a relative as 
he trailed down the hallway after Mr. Michaels. 


Away from the reception area and manicured grounds, the 
hallways became more and more hospital style and stark. 
Tim shuddered. It was not a retirement home, but a bottom- 
rung care facility. It didn't seem like many relatives saw 
these hallways. They were bleak. Mr. Michaels gave him a 
long look as they stopped before a closed door. 


"Tim, it's the end of the road for James -- he was my mentor 
when I came out thirty years ago. 


He's been my guide as a gay adult. There's little | can do for 
him -- legally, his kids can keep him here. When he met 
Larry forty years ago, his wife divorced him, got custody, cut 
him off from them -- and he didn't skip one damn alimony 
payment until she died, and now his money's gone and the 
kids won't help him. And he and Larry -- they were my 
family. It's breaking my heart, Tim, to see him dying alone 
and broke. He's just been waiting to die ever since Larry 
passed. I've never seen a couple so devoted." He paused. "I 
think your friend Ari would understand. James was -- is -- 
Larry's Sir. | was shuttling back and forth between their 
facilities all last year. Their families--" Mr. Michaels stopped 
talking. 


Tim realized he'd never heard Mr. M swear. 
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"Well, their families should burn in the hell they believe in 
for their cruelty. I'm sorry, Tim -- I'm putting too much on 
you. James would like to talk to and look at a handsome 
young man and get a blow job for his birthday -- that's all 
you need to worry about." 


"Mr. M? Thank you for trusting me with this. | won't let you 
down. Oh, and you should talk to Ari. You're right. He will 
understand." 


Tim opened the door and shut it firmly behind him. 


KKK 


Tim finally found his friends in the dayroom. He could tell Ari 
had been welling up again, Cal's lips had a white, pinched 
look, and Mr. M looked ill. Tim was glad he'd stepped into a 
restroom to get himself together after saying goodbye to 
James. 


Mr. Michaels nodded at him and left without speaking to go 
to James' room. 


"Sit down," said Ari quietly. "We're going to wait for Mr. M as 
well." 


"Are you Okay, Tim?" 


Tim nodded and looked around. He wanted very badly to sit 
on Ari's lap, but there were orderlies around -- even if they 
didn't seem to be paying much attention to the residents. 


Cal crossed over to an old lady by the window, picked her 
blanket up from the ground, tucked it back in, and then 
came back. She didn't seem to notice. He looked 
embarrassed. 


"Well, she could be my grammy," he muttered. 


"Cal," said Ari softly. "Kindness never needs an apology or 
explanation." 


"I guess not." 
Tim was getting jittery and claustrophobic. 


"| need to wait by the car. Sorry, guys." He dashed out and 
didn't stop running until he got to the convertible's back 
seat. 


He would not cry. He wouldn't. But he did whimper as he hid 
his face against the upholstery. 


After a few minutes, the upholstery magically changed into 
Ari's chest. 


"Come on, boy, have a sob. It does wonders." 


"Oh, Ari, it is you, | didn't know you were here. | was all 
confused." 


Ari chortled. "You must be, boy. No one has ever accused me 
of being inconspicuous." 
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Tim giggled, then leaned against Ari. "I don't need to cry, 
Ari. But this is horrible." 


"Was James difficult?" 


"No! He was great. He's charming and considerate. | bet he 
was a Stern Sir, though. All old school. We had a nice talk. 
He told me all about his boy." Tim giggled. "Don't tell Cal -- 
he'd freak -- but James told me how Larry gave great blow 
jobs with his dentures out! He was funny." 


Tim paused. "And a big dick, too! And hard for an old guy." 
Ari squeezed Tim. "Sounds like you did well." 


"| tried. Oh Ari, he has nothing! Just a bed and a crappy 
armchair and he shares the room with some old bible 
thumper. It's awful. He didn't say anything, but | don't think 
they get good care." 


Ari's face darkened. 
"Sorry, Ari. Sorry. | shouldn't have said anything." 


"There's nothing we can do, Tim. You gave him a good 
afternoon. Be content with that." 


Tim bit his lip. The memory of James’ thin hand in his hair 
and an old, masterful voice saying, 


"Boy, you made my last as good as my first" was not fading. 


"Here come Cal and Mr. M. Sit up straight, boy, or they'll 
think you were servicing me in the parking lot." 


"Ari!" 


Tim sat up indignantly and obediently, and watched Cal and 
Mr. M strolling across the gravel. 


They were deep in conversation. 


"What happened in the day room?" asked Tim. "You all 
looked shaken up." 


"Nothing in particular." Ari paused. "This is just a grim place, 
Tim. The staff are pretty much efficient, but they don't give 
a shit about the people they're paid to care for." He climbed 
out of the convertible. "Your Mr. M is a good guy, and it's 
gutting him to see his mentor here. He said James was like a 
father to him." 


"What got to Cal? He's usually Mr. Oblivious." 


Ari snorted. "He's not as self-absorbed as you think, Tim. 
The blanket he replaced -- it had fallen before, and the 
orderly was downright mean to the old lady about tucking 
her back in. | can't imagine what they're like when visitors 
are gone." 
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Tim watched Cal and Mr. M come closer. "Well, at least it's 
broken the ice between those two. 


Cal was super jumpy about Mr. M before now." 
"Does he usually meet your clients?" 


“Nope, but he drops me off and Mr. M thinks he's cute. And 
Cal has radar for that so he's been snippy about me seeing 
him. | don't socialize with my clients either, but this is 
different somehow." 


Ari snorted. "Poor Cal. He needs something to focus him. 
Has he enrolled for fall classes?" 


"Nope, he's still ‘taking a year off' -- it'll be two soon if he 
doesn't pick a major and start up again." 


"What is he? A sophomore?" 


"Yeah -- five years since he started. Poor bastard. That 
money has screwed him over good. He can't pick a career, 
and it makes him suspect anyone who gets interested in 
him." 


"Hmm," said Ari, narrowing his eyes and giving himself a 
unibrow in the process. 


"What?" 
"Nothing, Tim. Nothing." 


After a brief confab, they decided to all go to the movies 
together, and Tim politely rode with Mr. M to the cinema. Mr. 
M tried to give him some folded bills for James’ birthday 
treat, and Tim refused. 


"No, Mr. M. It was my honor to do that job." He paused. "Uh, 
Mr. M? | hope this doesn't sound wrong, but do you have lots 
of contacts who might need nephew visits?" 


Mr. M was quiet for so long that Tim figured he'd fucked up. 


"Sorry, Mr. Michaels, | didn't mean to be all bottom feeder. | 
just thought there might be men who would like visits and | 
like meeting them. Not just like a transaction. Meeting 
James wasn't easy, but I--" 


"It's all right, Timothy. | was just thinking of how many lonely 
men | do indeed know. And how isolating being elderly and 
gay is. Especially if we fall into the clutches of our families." 
He gave a bitter smile. "| swear some of them take a delight 
in exacting what they see as revenge on us for our 
perverted lives." He patted Tim's thigh. "So many of us tried 
to play it straight back in the day, as you kids say, and have 


children of our own. | envy your generation -- not as hard to 
be out." 
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"We have role models," said Tim in an afterschool special 
voice with a ‘the more you know' 


rainbow gesture. He gulped. His flippancy was mistimed, 
and he knew it. "Sorry Mr. M -- | meant it -- | just felt hokey. 
James was there for you, and then your set were all like 
Stonewall and stuff, right?" 


Mr. M rolled his eyes. "Lord, boy, way to make me feel old. 
Yes, my generation is the Stonewall generation -- | was 
twenty-five that summer." 


"We owe you," said Tim softly. "Mr. M -- | don't mean this as 
Sleazy -- I'd love to be a visiting nephew." 


Mr. M got a businesslike gleam in his eye. "How's this idea, 
Tim? I'll scout around for you, and each new client | get you 
gets me one new free coaching session with you. Call ita 
booking fee. 


Now, the place we saw James in won't have anyone. That's 
just a warehouse for Medicare, but there's plenty of guys 
around town in more affluent circumstances." 


Tim chewed his lip. If Mr. M were successful, Tim could rake 
in a bundle, and giving Mr. M 


freebies was hardly a chore. On the other hand, he didn't 
want to get entangled with anything like having a pimp. 


"Unless Ari really is handling that type of booking for you 
already," said Mr. M sharply. 


"No! Sorry. | was just thinking it through. Ari isn't my pimp -- 
we wouldn't lie to you. | think this would be a good deal -- 
nice and safe. Tell your friends I'll be discreet and also 
available to -- um 


-- chat and look at photos and take them out on a trip if they 
want to be, like, wheeled somewhere or whatever. | can do 
the real nephew stuff, too." 


"As if our real nephews would," groused Mr. M. "All right, 
Tim, I'll put some feelers out." 


"Great! Oh, c'mon -- we need to hurry. If Ari gets to the 
ticket line first, he'll get us tickets to Puppies and Posies or 
something. And | wanna see Hadrian. It has swordfights and 
Romans!" 


Tim did his best to make the theater seating work, but 
everyone wanted to sit next to him, or rather Cal wasn't 
relaxed enough to sit next to Mr. M and so there was some 
juggling to be done. 


The best he could do was make sure Cal had an aisle seat 
and Ari on his other side, and then Tim sat between Ari and 
Mr. M and hoped no wandering hands collided during the 
movie. Mr. M, though, was a perfect gentleman about Tim 
being off duty and Ari, despite grumbling about the violence 
and bloodshed, was entranced by the movie and merely 
made nerdy mutterings about Antinous' limited and 
straightened-up role. Tim actually got to see the film, but 
despite his taste for Roman tunics, his mind kept drifting to 
James and Larry. 


KKK 


Somehow, thought Tim as he soaped up a big sponge, he'd 
ended up with Mr. M as a boss. Not a pimp, he reassured 


himself, but man, Mr. M was organized with his calendar. 
He'd ended up letting Mr. M know about all his other clients 
to make sure there were no double bookings, and Hard for 
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now it was just easier to tell all his clients to call Mr. 
Michaels. Mr. M had even splashed out on a BlackBerry with 
the money he'd saved by not paying for Tim's tennis 
lessons. And keeping busy with Tim's scheduling had kept 
Mr. M's spirits up after the news of James' death the 
weekend after their visit. 


Tim sighed and stretched across the hood of the Buick 
LeSabre and started soaping it up with nice big circles 
designed to make his ass flaunt at the bay windows behind 
him. He'd made enough money to get his teeth done and 
had a nice collection of uncles all around town, and he was 
genuinely enjoying listening to all their stories. He was 
starting to think he should record an oral history of the gay 
scene in this city. There was so much fascinating stuff that 
went on besides New York City and California. He made sure 
to get the front of his denim cutoffs damp. 


"Heee, oral history," he sniggered to himself since Cal 
wasn't there to supply the tease. 


Mr. Arnoff was a sweet old man, but cheap! He wanted his 
car really washed as well as the blow job afterward. Tim 
bitched about this gig every week. 


"| could have gotten a job at Bubbles 'n' Wax if | wanted 
one, Mr. M! And | swear he drives through mud patches the 
day before | see him." 


Mr. M had just calmly replied that Tim could do a bad job of 
the wash and wax if he wanted to, so long as the blow job 
was up to scratch. He knew damn well it was Tim's own 


work ethic and desire to not disappoint Mr. Arnoff that kept 
him soaping and buffing. 


Tim finished soaping the hood and turned to face the 
windows to pull his wet T-shirt off, nice and slow. He 
checked that the coast was clear and then gave his damp 
crotch a slow adjust. The drapes in the window gave a 
corresponding twitch. 


Tim turned on the hose and made sure to get the car soap 
free as well as get himself glistening wet. 


At least watching the car-wash antics got Mr. Arnoff close to 
his limits. Tim usually only had to give a five-minute blow 
job, and then could spend the rest of his booked time drying 
off, eating rugelach, and looking at Mr. Arnoff's scrapbook 
from his drag queen days when he was the torch-singer 
Marlene, not Marv Arnoff. 


Tim was conscientious with the dry and wax stage and then 
went to the front door. He caroled, 


"Your Brazilian Special is all done, sir!" 


Mr. Arnoff flapped his hands at Tim when he opened the 
door -- his plump little dick nearly escaping from his silk 
robe. 


“Timmy! Don't! What if my neighbors know what a Brazilian 
wax is? You bad boy!" 


"Sorry, Mr. Arnoff. Can | get out of these wet things and..." 


"Yes, yes, | have a dry martini for you! Silly boy, as if I'd 
forget." 
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Tim slid inside and accepted his drink. He did a smutty trick 
sucking the olive into his mouth and then complained that 
his wet denim was chafing. In no time, Mr. Arnoff had Tim's 
clothes in the dryer and Tim's face inside his silk robe. Tim 
would stop every so often to swirl some icy gin around his 
mouth, and then go back to Mr. Arnoff's eager little dick. 
Really, thought Tim, it was like getting an extra olive in his 
martini. Or perhaps, he thought as Mr. Arnoff pulsed out, 
some Salt around his rim. He removed the condom 
discreetly and licked his lips to let Mr. Arnoff enjoy the 
fantasy of pre-AIDS sex. 


"Lovely bar nibbles here!" 
"So naughty! May I have a share in your treat, Timmy?" 
"Of course, Mr. Arnoff, help yourself." 


Tim had been tactfully fluffing himself as he blew Mr. Arnoff, 
and he had a ready hard on for his client to start sucking. 


And damn, the man was good. He took his time, but Tim 
could stay hard for as long as necessary. 


"I'm being paid, I'm being paid," thought Tim as Mr. Arnoff 
snuffled into his crotch. 


Tim finally shot after holding off the right amount of time 
and then thinking of something hot. 


He was mildly disconcerted that his something hot was a big 
leather daddy in a leather harness, but hey, whatever 
worked. 


He sat on the edge of Mr. Arnoff's chintz sofa while he ate 
some cookies, making interested comments about the old 
photo albums. Mr. Arnoff played some Edith Piaf on his 


turntable, and sotto voce'ed along. At last the dryer chimed, 
and Mr. Arnoff scuttled to the kitchen and came back with 
Tim's toasty dry shorts and T-shirt. 


Tim didn't need to check -- his fee would be in his shorts 
pocket. Lord, how his clients hated actually handing him the 
money. 


"I'd better be off, then, Mr. Arnoff." 


He sat astride his bike in the driveway and projected for the 
neighbors’ benefit, "Call the service if you need the car 
cleaned again. | could detail it for you, too, if you like!" He 
pedaled off, making sure his ass pumped nicely for anyone 
watching. He was just a boy on a bike -- nothing anyone 
could find objectionable. 


Timwas getting hot and tired by the time he got home, but it 
was worth it not to be driven by Cal. 


He was getting really snippy recently about Tim's job. Cal 
was back in school and taking some social work classes of 
all things, and he was really fucking judgmental, Tim 
thought. Tim locked his bike and went inside for a shower. 
He needed to think of some new cover stories -- this was a 
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warm September, but tennis lessons and car washes were 
going to be out of season soon for Mr. 


Michaels and Mr. Arnoff. At least he had a steady stream of 
uncles to visit, most of whom didn't make excuses for 
having visitors or want Tim to act. 


And he had a tame social life now. He used to go clubbing 
and pick up some casual fun, but now a Saturday night was 


more likely to find him having dinner and movies with Ari, 
Cal, and Mr. 


M. Once, to his alarm, they'd even gone to an early bird 
special after the half-price matinee. It was Cal's plan -- it 
was another cheap week -- and Mr. M was the one to 
complain about the early dinner time. 


Tim felt increasingly overwhelmed and managed. His 
freedom had disappeared, and people worried about him if 
he didn't show up at certain places and times. And half his 
tricks were always asking him if he were eating right and, 
well, he was being fussed to death. And he hadn't had sex 
for fun in ages. 


"Fuck, if it's Tuesday, it must be Serene Meadows and Mr. 
Green, and Wednesday... shit..." 


Tim put his head in his hands. "I may as well be in a cube 
farm. What a fucking racket this is." 


He pulled up his savings account on line. Even after getting 
his teeth done and paying cash for the work last month, he 
was flush. His investment accounts were doing fine, and Ari 
said his taxes would be okay this year, too. Ari did freelance 
work as a medical records specialist and did the billing for 
several practices, and he kept books for small companies, 
including "Timmy's Lawn and Snow Services." Tim would be 
so busted if he were ever audited and anyone discovered 
that he had no car at all, let alone lawn tractors or snow 
plows. His planned excuse was that he was cheap and made 
money because he used clients' mowers and snow shovels. 
He sighed. Being a hooker was full of stupid logistical snags. 
Who'd have thought worrying about the IRS was part of it? 


Oh well, at least he had the ploy for Mr. Arnoff: snow 
clearing. He'd be damned if he was stripping off as he 


shoveled, though. 


He crunched some numbers. Well, he could retire sooner 
with all his uncle-income at least. He pulled out the notes 
he'd taken when Mr. Angelos had taught him the basics of 
investing. He connected to his on-line trading account and 
started work. 


He'd just finished his new investments when Cal came home 
looking all respectable and social-workery. To Tim's 
amazement, Cal was carrying some Chinese take-out boxes 
as well as his schoolbooks. 


"Hey, Tim. Good news! I've been accepted to the 
gerontology certificate program, and I've got an internship 
next quarter. It's at the home James was in!" 


Tim logged off and frowned. "That dump?" 


"Yeah! Get some plates, will you? | got us the moo shu pork 
to celebrate." 
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Tim set out the plates and mulled over Cal's news. He didn't 
have any uncles at that place -- and he was glad. It gave 
him the creeps. Not just because James died there. It had a 
bad vibe. 


Cal handed him free chopsticks and Tim pulled the cheap 
wood sticks apart. He poked at a bean sprout and sighed. 


"What? Come on, man, it's a special occasion." 


Tim took a pancake wrapper and filled it. "Yeah. Thanks Cal. 
| appreciate it. | just--" He shrugged. "I just feel in a rut. | 


guess l'm jealous of you." He gave a cheery wink to try to 
distract Cal, and took a big bite of the pancake. 


going to mess with your gig, Tim. 


You don't have clients there, and | wouldn't squeal on you. 
And | think you and Ari are right -- 


getting some is good for the old guys." 


"Gee, thanks, glad you concede that," muttered Tim. "Nah, 
it's just that place is jank." 


Cal jabbed in Tim's direction with his chopsticks. "Duh, why 
do you think | grabbed the spot there?" 


Tim frowned and felt slow. This didn't compute with the Cal 
he knew. 


"Tim, you're right. That place is weird. I've been talking 
more to Grammy, and the geezer circuit says it’s the last 
place you want your kids to dump you in." 


Tim blinked. "So why?" 


Cal beamed proudly. "If | work there, | can figure out what 
the deal is." 


"Oh." 


"Aw, Tim. Come on. You're not the only one who cares about 
the wrinklies. Otis says he can see himself in a nursing 
home in a few years so..." 


"Who's Otis? And don't say wrinklies. It's disrespectful." 


"Otis is Mr. Michaels, doofus, and wrinklies is affectionate, 
okay?" 


Tim chewed some moo shu while he processed that. He felt 
out of the loop. 


"You've been working too much, Tim. You're not keeping up. 
Grammy, me, and Otis play pinochle together along with her 
neighbor." Cal grinned. "My grammy is being courted and 
me and Otis are her chaperones." 


Hard for the Money - 26 
Tim popped his eyes at that. "You're kidding!" 


"Nope. And Ari and me are worried about the place James 
was in. We have a Plan to Investigate." 


"Sheesh, what are you? Nancy Drew?" 


Cal snorted. "Nah, we're the Hardy Boys!" He paused to 
snigger. "Come on, Tim, don't be a jerk. 


We're gonna need your help, okay? Stop obsessing about 
your savings account and help us check this place out. Otis 
is in on it!" 


"WTF? How am I suddenly the bad guy? You're the one 
who's usually all cautious and penny-pinching, and now I'm 
the jerk?" 


Cal stole a last bit of pork from Tim's plate. "Yeah, | know. 
It's bass-ackwards. This summer flipped us. But shit, Tim, 
seeing that hell-hole, getting to know Otis, and really 
listening to Grammy for a change... well, damn. | found 
what | was looking for! | really want to be a senior citizen's 


advocate. And my first coup is going to be blowing those 
jerks out of the water. Wake up and join us, Tim!" 


Tim blinked. "Well, okaaaay. | guess you got a mission while 
| wasn't looking. You should tell Ot/s to back off on the 
bookings if you want me focused, though. He's running me 
ragged." 


"Don't complain! You're rolling in it with his help. He gets 
you more than his freebie is worth." 


"I'm worn out. My balls are gonna dry up and drop off. 
Anyway, why do you need my help?" 


"Listen, that place is rotten through and through. People end 
up there when they have no one who cares enough to look 
out for them. And some cheap insurance plan or Medicare or 
Medicaid or whatever paying the bills. It's a warehouse for 
them to die in. The reason you have no uncles there is that 
they're all poor -- they can't afford you." 


"| get it," said Tim irritably. "It's a Bad Thing. And you are 
going to Bring Them to Justice." 


"Oh fuck you, Tim. You're the one profiting from lonely old 
guys. | guess you don't care so long as your teeth are 
perfect and you get your rocks off. You and The Pines -- just 
two cheap rackets." 


Tim didn't think. He dumped the remaining Chinese food 
over Cal and stormed out. 


He stopped in the lobby of their apartment building. Crap. 
He'd been so used to being the one more aware of what was 
going on than Cal that he was totally stymied by this. He 
was too tired to ride his bike away and apparently Mr. M -- 


Otis -- was Cal's buddy these days. He hit Ari's number on 
his speed dial and went out to the parking lot. 
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Ari's Gold Wing rumbled up and Tim climbed on the back 
without saying a word. Ari took off. 


Ari rode for some time through the city before looping 
around to a lakeside park and stopping. 


Without saying anything, Ari removed his helmet, marched 
over to an ice cream truck, and returned with two cones. 


Tim tried scowling, but it was impossible to keep being mad 
when he not only had his own cone to lick, but was watching 
Ari's happy tongue lapping away at the creamy swirls. 


"So what's got my Boo-bear all sad?" asked Ari as he 
crunched through the waffle cone and licked up the dribbles 
of vanilla. 


"I think I'm evil," said Tim sadly. 


Ari snorted and then danced around saying "Ow, ow" as he 
dealt with the cold ice cream in his nose. 


Tim fought off a fresh snit. This was horrible. Cal thought he 
was wrong, Ari thought he was funny, and Mr. M was playing 
cards with Cal's grandmother. Shit. The world was upside 
down. 


Ari controlled himself. "Tim, baby, how did you get to that? 
Anyone less evil than you, | can't picture. You're a doll!" 


"Cal thinks | exploit my uncles. And that the nursing home is 
abusing them and ripping them off." 


Ari stood stock still with his hands on his hips. "Well." 
Tim felt himself die inside as Ari paused. 


"Well," repeated Ari. "Cal is right about the second part. But 
you don't exploit them, baby. You give good value. Do the 
pizza guy or Netflix exploit them for a pie and a movie? No. 
You don't either. You give them a great hour and you really 
deliver, kiddo. Really. So stop it. Just stop your fretting. Their 
relatives don't visit. You stick around after they've come, 
and you listen. You're a good kid." 


“They buy my care," moaned Tim. "I only do it for money." 


"Aw come on, if that logic held true, babysitters are whore 
parents." 


Tim swallowed an indignant reply and started to laugh. 


"That's better. Come on, Tim. They know what they're 
buying. You're not some predatory lender or a scam artist." 
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"| just got so confused when Cal started caring. He didn't 
give a fuck about the old guys before -- 


he just was prissy about me hooking. And now he's all social 
justice and elder rights. And I'm still beneath contempt. 
Except for rent day." 


"Aw, boy. You're so lonely. I'm sorry. I've neglected you." 
Tim blinked. "Huh?" 


"Yeah. It's my bad, Tim. | wanted to be here to protect you, 
and I've let you get sad and lost. 


That's not the plan. You're supposed to be having your wild 
oats and wealth-building phase before you realize you want 
to settle with Papa-Ari. Some fun before you partner up. And 
instead, it's a miserable time for you." 


Tim felt an uncontrollable bubble of mirth. "Oh, Ari! You kill 
me! How can it be your fault? 


You're SO -- SO--" 
"I mean it, Tim." 
Tim stopped laughing and looked solemnly at Ari. 


"I, well, shit, Ari, really? You want me? | know you're my fuck 
buddy, but how can you want me for real? I'm a whore." 


"| do, Tim. I've said so before. I'm not joking when I say I'm 
waiting for you to be my boy." 


"Oh," said Tim. "Oh." 


Ari took his wrist and led him under a waterside tree. They 
Sat on a park bench and watched the ripples on the lake. 


"Boy. | Know you like me, but I love you, and I've been 
waiting for you." 


Tim slid as close as was prudent in public and resisted the 
urge to just snuggle into Ari's chest and be protected. He 
sighed. 


"Tim, it's okay. | Know you don't love me that way. Not right 
now. You don't have to worry." 


"It's just complicated," mumbled Tim. "If | were your 
partner, we'd start arguing. This job ruins any relationship. 
And | can't quit yet. | wish--" 


"Tim. | said it's okay. You don't have to justify yourself to me. 
| just wanted you to know that | love you. You can call me 
anytime for anything. Got it?" 


"Yeah. Thanks. We can still be fuck buddies, right? You're the 
only off-duty sex | have." 


"Hell yeah. You think I'm giving up my brunch treats?" 
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Tim squirmed a bit as he remembered bartering for rescue 
rings with BJs and OJs, but he consoled himself that Ari 
hadn't really bought him on those occasions. 


"Ready to go home and talk to Cal? | think he's got some 
good ideas, Tim, if you can both get past your attitudes." 


Tim took the rebuke and nodded. "Yeah. I'll listen. If 
someone is being mean out there, we can be the Gay 
Avengers or whatever Cal has in mind." 


Ari swatted Tim's butt as they climbed on the Gold Wing. 
"Attitude, Timmy!" 


Back at the apartment, Tim and Ari found that Cal had also 
called his shoulder to cry on: Mr. 


Michaels was there, and Cal was in a similarly contrite state. 


Ari and Mr. M stood back with folded arms and waited until 
Tim and Cal shook hands and mumbled apologies. 


“They're so cute, our little men, are they not, Aristotle?" 


"They are indeed, Otis. They're growing up just nicely." 


Tim and Cal, united in indignation, fumed wordlessly at Ari 
and Mr. M. Tim looked back and forth and then smothered 
an outburst as something fell into place. 


Holy crap, he muttered to himself in the kitchen, Mr. M and 
Cal! | have been asleep at the wheel. He hit the coffee 
maker button and came back into the living room for the 
brainstorm meeting. He avoided looking at Cal and Mr. M 
together on the sofa. He thought he might pop with 
amusement and the urge to tell Ari and to tease Cal. No 
wonder Cal was jealous. His man had been paying for sex 
with Tim. Tim squinted at them. Were they actually involved 
yet? Or was Tim's radar finally functioning as it used to? 
Hell, he couldn't concentrate on what Cal was explaining. 


"Ari, can you help me carry the coffee in?" Tim gave an 
unsubtle jerk of his head to the kitchen and made his eyes 
big. 


"Sheesh, Tim. Why not hang out a flag saying you need to 
dish?" grumbled Ari as he lumbered through the swing door. 


"Mr. M -- Otis -- and Cal!" Tim jiggled as he got down the 
coffee mugs. "Ari? Am | imagining it?" 


"Aw, my Tim is back in the saddle! Nah, you're not 
imagining it, but Cal doesn't know he loves Otis yet. He's 
going to take some convincing, too -- he denies what he 
feels more than you do. 


Now, give me some sugar." 
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"Ari!" 


"| need sugar for Otis' coffee, Tim. Jeez. Cal adores Otis, but 
he'll need some help getting his head around the idea that 
he's in love. He thinks Otis is relative special, not partner 
special." 


"And Mr. M?" 


"He's wooing Cal. Being all courtly and shit." Ari beamed. 
"It's sweet, Tim. Just like a movie." 


Tim rolled his eyes and got out the creamer. "I just hope 
there're none of the complications from those chick flicks 
you like. | won't be able to stand the drama." 


"| think we'll have plenty to occupy us with this nursing 
home caper Cal's planning." 


"We won't get in trouble, will we? | can't afford to attract 
attention. I've never been arrested or anything, you know." 


"It'll be fine, Boo, don't worry. Come on -- let's get Cal to 
start over." 


Cal sipped his coffee, and obligingly began again. "They're 
wrong in so many ways there. Some of it is just being cheap 
and cold about rules, and some of it, I'm sure, is fraud and 
abuse. Once l'm working there, | can start figuring it out 
better, and we can start fighting them in small ways and 
bigger ones once we get evidence. Here's what | want you 
guys to do. Otis, see if there's anyone you can start visiting 
and get yourself known as a visitor and look out for 
someone Tim can be a nephew for. Tim, I'll, um, I'll donate 
your fee for whoever Otis finds. Then the three of us will 
have reasons to be around there, keeping our eyes open. 
Ari, we need you to help us understand any paperwork I can 
copy and smuggle out. And if it gets nasty, we might need 
you to look scary." 


"So right now we're just scoping?" askedTim. 


"Yeah. | want to do this right. No flying off the handle even if 
we see something bad happening. 


Nothing happens until we have everything in place. | want 
to take them down!" 


"Wow, Cal, they've really pissed you off." 


Cal shrugged. "Well, it took a while for me to get my head 
out of my ass, | guess. Grammy talks about her friends who 
are freaked out about the possibility of ending up there. | let 
missing Mom eat me up for too long. She'd be so pissed 
with me if she saw how lame I've been about her money." 
He grinned. "Mom was quite the crusader. She worked for 
Legal Aid, and she was a public defender or whatever 
they're called before that. | don't think she ever finished 
paying off her student loans. Dad has the ambulance chaser 
law career. How they ever got married... Mom was all 
Birkenstocks and tofu and Dad was clawing his way into the 
Country Club Republican set. Grammy has about disowned 
him. She says he's lost his moral compass, and she won't let 
him buy her a nicer place." He shook his head. "Still, Dad 
being a shark wasn't all bad when Mom died. | think he still 
loved her even though they divorced. He got me that huge 
settlement." 
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Otis patted Cal's shoulder. "You should talk about your 
family more. We'd have figured out your Mustang and 
Macaroni Syndrome faster." 


Cal snorted. "Shit, have you all been bitching about me and 
my car all this time?" 


Otis, Ari, and Tim nodded in unison. 


"And your split-personality about sex," added Tim slyly. "You 
have so got the Republican genes there." 


“Fuck you, man," said Cal amiably, and flipped Tim off. 
"Anyway, | don't want law school even though Dad's offering 
to pay for it. I'm going to be a social worker." 


Tim tried not to giggle. Cal was all aglow with righteous 
passion, and Mr. M had a proud papa beam. 


"Just don't see me as some social problem needing rescuing, 
will you? I'm not a case study for you." 


"Nah, you can be as immoral and deviant as you want, Tim. 
So long as you help me take down The Pines." 


"Deal. And | won't mention your unfortunate father." 


"Boys," rumbled Ari. "Play nice. Cal, does your father have 
any connections we could use?" 


Cal shrugged. "Maybe. He kisses the asses of all the local 
political guys so he probably knows some city hall types. | 
think he's going to run for some council seat next year. But 
he's not likely to waste favors on me -- he just about 
handles me being gay -- or on poor old people." 


Otis coughed. "Well, Cal, if we have to play hardball, we can 
put some pressure on him. | doubt he wants it known his 
gay son lives with a call boy." 


"Oooh, you play dirty pool, Mr. M!" said Tim admiringly. 


Ari interrupted. "It's not a game, guys. There's real money in 
the Medicare racket. | see the size of the bills going through 


just some small offices. If these guys are fraudulent, they 
won't just roll over and go away." 


Tim and Cal stared at him. 


"Now, don't give me that ‘you pissed on our parade’ face. 
I'm being realistic. It could get nasty. If they're scummy 
enough to rip off and abuse old people, they're not going to 
cry over two little gay boys getting beat up, now are they?" 
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"Guess not," mumbled Cal. 


Tim shrugged. "I'm used to risks. We can use rescue rings 
and stuff like | do with new clients." 


"Speaking of which," said Mr. M, "Tim, | got a call wondering 
if you would work a party. An evening of work, serve drinks 
and, uh, entertain four or five gentlemen. Double your usual 
hourly rate in consideration of the extra customers." Mr. M 
looked almost shy to be saying this in front of Cal. 


Well, tough, thought Tim a little bitterly. /f he wants his free 
session for being my agent, he'll have to man up. 


"What sort of entertainment do they want? Did you tell them 
| don't take it up the ass?" He paused and gave Aria 
sideways look. "From clients, | mean." 


Cal pointedly started clearing away the coffee cups. "I won't 
bitch, Tim, but | don't wanna know the details, okay?" 


Tim smiled sweetly, but internally hissed, Yeah, and you've 
fallen for a pimp by any other name. 


"Well, they did hope for a floorshow of you getting fucked," 
said Mr. M, once Cal was in the kitchen. "They want a D/s 
theme evening." 


"Nuh-uh, | don't sub for people | don't know already." 


"No pain," wheedled Mr. M. "They swore up and down. It will 
just be serving, sucking, and fucking." 


"No. It's not like | don't do some... some..." For some reason 
Tim faltered, and looked at Ari for approval. 


“That's not a game, either," said Ari with suspiciously mild 
authority. "I think Tim should save that for a partner." 


Mr. M squirmed. "The thing is Tim, | took the booking and a 
deposit." 


"Then return it," said Tim. 


"It'll spoil your reputation. Tim, really, it's not a real S and M 
thing. They just want a boy in a collar to serve drinks, and 
then some pretty vanilla sex. These guys are dabblers." 


“They're the worst," said Ari. "No idea when they're crossing 
boundaries or what they're asking for from a boy." 


Tim bit his lip. "Shit, will it really put a dent in my business?" 
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Mr. M nodded and looked away from Ari. 


“Would they pay more to see Tim get done by a leather 
daddy?" asked Ari. 


Mr. M nodded again. "No doubt." 


“Then call them and say... triple his usual fee, and they'll get 
their floorshow and a supervisor." 


"Hey," said Tim. "I am right here. You two can't just..." 


"Hush, Boo." Ari pulled Tim onto his lap as Otis stepped out 
to make the call. Ari whispered in case Cal could hear from 
the kitchen. "I think Mr. M spent the deposit." 


"What! My pimp is skimming! How could he! | thought he 
was comfortable?" 


"No honor among thieves, is there, boy? I'm sure he only 
borrowed it. | saw him treating Cal to dinner at Rico's, and | 
saw his credit card statement lying out. He's just having a 
cash-poor month." 


“Tough! That's not my problem." 


"Hey, Tim, | know it hurts that he didn't trust you enough to 
ask for a loan, but he's trying to save face in front of Cal. He 
doesn't want Cal to think he's after him for his trust fund." 


Tim wriggled on Ari's lap. It was weird sitting there and not 
grabbing for Ari's tits or crotch. He sighed theatrically. 


"I knew there'd be drama! It's so much easier just to pay for 
a fuck." 


"| know, kiddo." Ari squeezed Tim's ass. "Listen, | know 
you're mad at me for saying you'd do the gig, but don't you 
want to know who your leather daddy will be?" 


Tim squirmed, and batted his eyelashes hopefully, "You, 
Papa?" 


"Cheeky brat! Yes, me. Is that okay? If you really hate it we'll 
get you out of it, but you'll be safe on my leash, and I've 
fucked in public at parties before. | figure it won't be that 
different." 


"You're a ho now, too!" giggled Tim, and then he wailed. He 
was over Ari's knees in a flash, and one stinging blow had 
landed on his rump. "Ow! Ari! You're not really my Sir." 


"Yet," said Ari. "When you retire, | will claim you. And be 
careful -- | may work a spanking into the floor show if you 
sass me between now and then." He rolled Tim back around 
and hugged him tight. "Want a rehearsal before the job?" 


"Yeah, actually, | would. Thanks Ari." 
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"It's a date!" Ari kissed Tim's nose and released him. "I'll 
bring a movie!" 


"You said | wouldn't get hurt!" protested Tim, agilely 
stepping out of Ari's reach and pondering whether he really 
was turned on by the idea of Ari spanking him in public. 


He must be, he decided, since he kept teasing Ari all 
through the week leading up to their booking. 


As threatened, Ari did supply a movie for their rehearsal 
which took place at Ari's place. Tim had never been there 
before, but he appreciated the privacy -- he really didn't 
want to freak out Cal. Ari had a semi-converted loft in a 
warehouse. The floors below were rough and ready studio 
space for an artist's collective, and Ari had free rent in 
exchange for helping out with their recordkeeping. Ari had a 
pretty sweet life cobbled together from trades and 
freelancing, thought Tim. Even if you did have to get to his 


place in a freight elevator. Of course, Ari thought that was a 
pro since he brought his motorbike inside at night. Tim 
prowled around the loft. 


"| guess Cal and Mr. M would think this was beyond funky, 
but | like it," said Ari. "It's macho and cozy." 


Tim laughed. "I think Cal only likes exposed brickwork if a 
designer installed it. Not when it was meant that way all 
along." 


The bare boards, brickwork, and small-paned windows made 
the place feel bleak at first. The high ceilings made their 
voices echo. But slowly, Tim saw that Ari had made small 
room areas around the large space. 


"Come into my lounge," said Ari with a flourish toward an 
old, overstuffed sofa. "I'll put on a movie and we can have a 
drink while we talk through this scene." 


"Are you romancing me?" asked Tim bluntly when he saw 
the flowers on the coffee table and the chilling white wine. 


"It's a date," said Ari. "Even if we are working. And you know 
I'm smushy." He hit play on the remote and Breakfast at 
Tiffany's started. "I love Audrey," he said. 


"You are so gay," Said Tim. 


"I am," said Ari comfortably. "Come and sit with me. We'll 
relax a bit before we rehearse. | don't want to just jump 
right into putting a collar on you without some handholding 
first." 


Tim got the giggles and snuggled next to Ari. "You're so un- 
toppy, Ari, and yet you're so definitely a Papa-Bear." 


“| can be stern when | must, but it's not my style. | want my 
Boo to be good to please me, not to avoid a punishment." 
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Tim nodded seriously. "That's nice. Ari, I'm not really into D/s 
and stuff, but having someone look out for me would be 
wicked good." 


"I'll always look out for you, Tim. Even if we never get 
together. Now tell me about your scene limits. Sounds like 
we can be pretty vanilla for these guys -- they're not 
leatherfolk -- it's a theme party, for fuck's sake. They'll be in 
shiny new shit." Ari was sounding genuinely aggrieved as he 
said that. 


Tim squeezed Ari's hand. "I Know it's a bit insulting to be 
considered a ‘theme’ -- but we can make it real. If you 
want." 


"Oh, | want. Safe word?" 


"Umm -- Tiffany's," said Tim, looking at the screen. "And for 
this gig, Ari, please don't hit me at all. Except a spanking, if 
you think it's needed. And | only do safe sex work so not 
even your jizz in my mouth, even though | know | swallow 
you usually. Um, no name calling or humiliation. 


No clowns." 
"What?" 


"I'm scared of them. Really, really scared, and one client 
once had a clown fetish. Oh, stop laughing! Really! | freaked 
out. So it's on my non-negotiable list." 


Ari wiped his eyes. "Sorry Tim. Okay, no red noses or big 
shoes." Ari poured them both a glass of pinot grigio. "Just 
one glass each until after rehearsal. | don't play when I'm 
buzzed." 


"Me either." Tim took a sip. It was a little drier than he 
usually preferred, but he decided he liked it. "So, you can 
fuck me, spank me, and have me suck you. I'll suck the 
guests and they can blow me if they want to, and | will fuck 
them if that's what they want. So long as they don't hurt me 
or go for my ass, they can touch me all they want." 


"But not me," stipulated Ari. "You're the only person to touch 
me, and you steer clear of my ass. 


I mean it." 


“Sure. Boundaries don't get argued about. They get 
respected even if they seem silly." 


"You're a good boy, Tim. Now, take your shirt off. Training is 
Starting." 


"Practice," muttered Tim. "Not training." 


"If you say so." Ari looked disappointed, but was soon 
smiling as Tim removed his shirt. 


"Don't you have any piercings, Tim?" 


"No. | don't trust clients with them. And besides, they spoil 
the sweet nephew thing." 


Hard for the Money - 36 


"When you're mine..." Ari tweaked Tim's left nipple gently. 
"Right there. Just a plain hoop." 


Tim shivered, and then moaned as Ari sucked on his nipple. 
"Ari! Practicing the scene!" 


"lam. | need to see your reactions. And we don't want to 
look like we've never been together before. | Know how you 
give head, but I've never played with your body. Ooh, that's 
a pretty response. | like how you shudder with just a little tit 
play. So, boy, when you're on my leash and answering to my 
wishes, how will you take it if | order you to your knees and 
make you crawl to my cock?" 


"I can do that," whispered Tim, dazed by the steady pulsing 
pinches Ari was applying to his nipples. "God, Ari, this is 
intense, and you're not doing anything to me really." 


"You have a real top taking care of you," murmured Ari in his 
ear. "Not a client to please. Do you kiss your customers on 
the mouth?" 


"No, Ari." 


"Of course not. Some stereotypes stay true. You'll kiss me 
when we perform. You'll call me Master. Start the habit now." 


Tim thought he'd giggle. He always thought of Jeannie and 
couldn't take it seriously. He had a hard time with acting and 
doing role playing beyond simple stuff. But he looked deep 
into Ari's brown, friendly eyes and said, "Yes, Master." 


"Good boy, you're going to do just fine. Take your jeans off." 


Tim scrambled out of them. His dick was making a damp 
spot on his good nephew tighty-whiteys. 


Ari just smiled. "Kneel down, Tim. No, not with your face in 
my crotch. Kneel down on the rug and be still. | want you to 


be able to kneel in position and just wait when you're not 
performing a duty." 


Tim made a face. 


"Don't fuss at the easy bits. Here, sip your wine and watch 
the movie. No talking, and be patient." 


Easy bit, my ass, thought Tim. He knows this is difficult. 
Harder than giving a stranger a blow job. Just waiting! Fuck. 
| hate it. 


But he buckled down and sat docilely. And it did feel good 
after awhile. Just waiting by his Master's feet. 
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After half an hour, Ari ordered Tim to remove his boots for 
him. "No fussing or worshipping. 


Just take them off, and my socks, and put them aside 
neatly." 


Ari pointed his feet at the right moments to make it easy, 
and Tim was soon done. 


"Take your underwear off, boy, hands and knees in front of 
me." 


Tim eagerly scrambled into position, expecting his ass 
would now get fucked. He was so hot for Ari that he almost 
wondered if the wine were drugged. His dick bounced 
against his belly as he pointed his ass brazenly toward his 
Master. 


"No, crossways to me." 


Tim shuffled around, and then muffled a disappointed and 
annoyed cry as Ari put his feet up on his boy-ottoman. 


“Patience-training is going to be big for you, boy, | can tell." 
"Ari! This isn't fair. You said rehearsal, not training." 


"Just until the end of the movie." Ari bent and checked. 
"Your dick likes it. Listen to that head, not your brain." 


Tim hung his head so his hair flopped. He could stand up 
and end the scene, but that would probably screw up Ari's 
offer to be his leather daddy -- for the booking and maybe 
for real. 


"Just breathe nice and regular and think about pleasing your 
Master," said Ari softly. "And if you look like this at the 
weekend, you'll be getting a big tip. Just soread your knees 
a bit so they can see your balls from behind. You want a 
pretty pose as well as a stable one." 


Tim bit his lip, spread his legs more, and waited. Sure 
enough, his thoughts strayed to pleasing Ari even though 
he'd planned to think about spending the fee on an IPO he'd 
heard about. Ari's black jeans were rough on his back, but 
the weight of Ari's calves felt comforting. God, he wanted to 
feel Ari's smooth, fat cock in his throat. A gentle breeze on 
his ass changed his mind. 


His hole was puckering at the idea of Ari's Prince Albert 
probing in. 


The credits were rolling, and Tim blinked. The time had 
flown by. Ari swung his legs off, stood, and snapped his 
fingers. 


"Follow." 


Tim rebelled internally for a second. Ari was acting like his 
real Master, damn it. Hey, he was crawling to heel. He didn't 
remember telling his body to do that. 


"Stop." 
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Ari rummaged in a drawer and pulled out a tape measure. 
He looped it round Tim's neck. 


“Thought so. Wait there, boy, while | get a collar in your 
size." 


A hot rush of jealousy coursed through Tim. Ari kept collars 
in various sizes? He caught himself and ruefully thought it 
was hardly a whore's place to be judgmental and 
possessive. 


Ari slid a black plain leather collar around Tim's neck, set a 
finger under it, and then tightened it. 


He ran his finger around to check that it was snug, but not 
too loose or tight, then clipped on a chain leash. It was a 
basic pet store one. 


"To heel, boy," said Ari and he set off around the warehouse 
perimeter. Tim scrambled and shuffled at first, but soon 
figured out a hands and knees pattern. Ari started making 
turns, and marked them with hand signals. Tim didn't even 
think of talking, he just learned them and obeyed. The final 
one was "up," and he stood and wobbled on two feet. 


"Good. Now the same commands in the upright position. 
We'll go in the other direction this time. 


Stay to heel. Be ready for me to stop. Don't collide. Keep 
your eyes down from respect and to see what my hands and 
feet are doing." 


Tim hid his scowl by keeping his face down, and trotted 
around after Ari. 


"Good. Timmy, you want to look professional this weekend, 
don't you? That's why we're doing this. It shouldn't look as if 
you've never been leashed before." 


Tim pouted. "I know, but do you have to make it so real?" 
"Yes. They may see it as a game, but | don't." 


Tim was getting ready to argue, but Ari pulled Tim into his 
arms and kissed Tim's mouth. His mustache tickled, but his 
tongue probed and pushed Tim's expensive new teeth apart 
and then retreated, leaving Tim longing for a deeper kiss. 


Ari flicked Tim's ass with the handle of the leash. "Good. 
Now, you know how to do basic drink service, right?" 


"Yeah, I've worked catering before. | know that waiter shit 
cold." 


"Good, just remember to stay in character for it. Your next 
lesson is getting a condom on over a Prince Albert. Get it 
right, and you can have my prick wherever you most want it 
for five minutes. But Tim, | will fuck you tonight, I'm not 
having our first time be in public." 


Ari unzipped and stepped out of his jeans. His fat cock 
bobbed and Tim fell to his knees to kiss it. 


"| didn't say to do that," snapped Ari, but he fed his hard on 
into Tim's mouth anyway and let Tim nurse at his prick for a 


moment. Tim was careful with the metal against his dental 
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smile was lovely now, and he didn't want it fucked up from 
an unfortunate collision with Ari's piercings. 


Ari withdrew, handed Tim a condom, and tutored him 
through getting it carefully over the Prince Albert. Tim 
sighed. Even in a rubber, Ari's cock was magnificent. 


"Nice work, boy. Where do you want it? Ass or mouth? Five 
minutes." 


Tim parted his lips -- how could he choose? "Wherever 
pleases you, Master." 


Ari's laugh rumbled and shook his belly. "Oh, what an apt 
pupil you are. Bring me some lube, Boo." 


Tim stood, ran to the bathroom, and galloped back with the 
tube. 


Ari shook his head. "Calmly! Let me see you fingerfuck 
yourself and get lubed up. Make it a display." 


Tim lay on his back with his knees in the air and got 
obscene. He didn't dare touch his own cock, but it bounced 
around with each finger thrust. 


"Stop!" ordered Ari. "Spread your cheeks and stay still." 


Tim lay there feeling ridiculously like a Thanksgiving turkey 
with his arms around his thighs and his hands pulling his 
own crack apart. 


Ari sauntered over and stood by Tim's waving feet. "Now, 
look at that pretty little hole." He stroked his cock idly. "I 


wonder if that tight ring can take a fat, Greek, metal- 
studded cock? After all, Little Timmy keeps his hole very 
private. Only gives it up on special occasions." 


Tim moaned. "Please, Master. Please fuck me. I can take 
you. | know | can!" 


"Oh, but it's such a little hole." Ari bent down and palmed 
Tim's exposed balls and tickled his ass. 


Tim bucked forward to get even Ari's thick finger in him. 


"What an eager hole it is! But then the boy said wherever 
pleased his Master." Ari took a pace forward and knelt 
astride Tim's chest. "You may put your knees down, boy. | 
want my cock in your throat. Five minutes." 


Tim wanted to whimper, but the condom tip was already 
nudging at his uvula and making him fight his choking urge. 
Ari knelt back a bit, settled into a long stroke, and allowed 
Tim to put his hands around Ari's cock base. 
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"If you can't say Tiffany's, three taps on me does the same," 
said Ari, and slid in. Tim's eyes teared up, but he kept his 
hands around Ari's cock base and didn't move a finger as Ari 
fucked his throat. Ari eased off for the last minute and let 
Tim use his tongue and show off some skills. 


"Good boy. You don't mind latex in your mouth?" 


Tim shook his head as Ari withdrew. "No, Master. I'm used to 
it from blow jobs and all my dental work, too. Lots of gloves 
in there!" 


"Good. Now lick my balls and guiche while | think about 
what to have you do next." 


Tim wriggled forward a few inches and eagerly tongued Ari's 
furry balls and tugged on the guiche with his lips. Ari was so 
wonderful to explore. Tim thought he could lie under Ari's 
balls and ass forever. He longed to rim his Master, but Ari 
had sternly declared his ass was off limits. 


Ari stood suddenly and Tim blinked at the rush of light and 
return of free-flowing air. Ari peeled the condom off and 
trashed it. 


"You'll put another on me later, boy, to be sure you're 
practiced in it. But | have a question for you. During the gig 
I'll always wear a rubber, but tonight -- Tim, you know I'm 
clean and you drink my come -- may | fuck you bareback?" 


Ari walked away. 


"Think about it, Timmy. Give me a real answer, not the one 
you think | want to hear. I'll be back in a few minutes. | need 
to get some supplies." 


Tim shook his head to get the blood flowing. He glared at his 
straining cock. "I need to think. 


Damn it, prick, give me some blood back." 


Shit, he wanted to get fucked so bad, and Ari could always 
fuck him with the rubber on, but this felt like an important 
question. Was Ari seeing whether he'd take risks and then 
be mad at him? 


Or was he seeing if Tim trusted him? Crap. In his heart Tim 
wanted to feel Ari's naked cock sliding into him, and Ari's 
come flooding deep in him. 


Ari was back with a mesh bag of toys. Tim could see some 
mighty dildos in there. Well, one way or another his ass was 
getting it tonight. 


"Ari?" he said humbly. "I want your cock in me. In a rubber. 
Or naked. | just want your cock. If you are sure of your 
status, then | trust you, but believe me, | wouldn't yield to 
anyone else's promise. I'm only saying 'yes' because | know 
you get tested, and because | swallow you already. 


And because, Master, | want to be yours. | want yours to be 
the only cock that fucks me. My mouth and prick can be for 
hire, but the backdoor is yours." 
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Ari laughed. "Timmy, you're a delight. Thank you. And you 
know, boy, it is important that you have a part of yourself 
held in reserve. Maybe you don't kiss, but that pretty, pretty 
mouth is open for business. So yeah, your ass is mine, boy." 


Tim actually blushed. 


Ari emptied out the toy bag. "I have a different leash for 
you, Tim. I'm going to fuck your ass until you beg me for 
mercy. Then after | shoot and your butt is filled with my 
come, I'm going to plug you with this." Ari held up a short, 
very fat butt plug. "My come will stay deep in you until | 
release you." He turned the butt plug to show Tim it had an 
eyebolt in the end. "Your leash goes here. You'll learn to 
walk and crawl to heel before bed, then you can sleep by 
my feet with the leash around my wrist." 


Tim's jaw dropped. His teddy bear Ari was a kinky Master. 


"Master," he whispered. "This is supposed to be a 
rehearsal." 


Ari gave his belly-jiggling laugh again. "It is, Boo. After | fuck 
you at the party, I'll use this leash on you -- it'll keep your 
ass Safe from straying hands or adventurous pricks -- and 
you'll always be thinking of who owns your ass no matter if 
you're fucking someone or blowing them." Ari ruffled Tim's 
hair. "And it's a rehearsal for us, boy. You deserve to know 
how and who I am behind scenes. Now -- ass in the air, boy. 
My cock has waited years for this." 


Tim paused for one last second of freedom, then scrambled 
to give himself up to his Master. The cool touch of Ari's 
Prince Albert on his hole made them both moan. Tim wailed 
as Ari stretched him wider than he'd ever been, yelped as 
the jewelry in his Master's cock head traced a line down the 
inside of him and finally began a tormenting rub and push 
against his gland. 


"I'll die, Master! It's so -- oh, no!" 


Ari had backed off and started a different thrust, avoiding 
Tim's hot spot. 


"Not so easy, Tim. You'll be truly begging." 


Tim was drenched with sweat and losing the support of his 
arm muscles by the time he heard Ari start to grunt and 
growl. Ari was deep in him, pulling almost out and 
hammering back in, and Tim was humping the air with his 
cock and nearly ready to scream from the delayed 
explosion. 


He was on the brink for so damn long. 


"Please, Ari, please. Anything, Master, anything. Please 
come. Please let me come." 


A primal roar came from behind him, and Ari bucked and 
pulled Tim up from his hands so they both reared up. Tim 
screamed with joy and sensation as Ari's come shot into him 
and his own flew out -- almost as if Ari's orgasm had passed 
through them both. 


"Oh God, oh God," moaned Tim as they fell sideways. 
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He didn't get to recover for long. Ari withdrew -- and fuck, 
that huge cock hurt coming out -- and as Ari had promised, 
he slid in the butt plug. Tim moaned. Now Tim knew why it 
was SO wide -- 


it was Ari's diameter. At least Ari had re-slicked his ass to 
help it in. 


Tim wriggled. He kinda liked the idea that his man's semen 
would stay deep in him all night. 


Ari laughed at Tim's blissful expression. "That's only part of 
it, remember? Hands and knees." 


Tim felt a wash of humiliation come over him as Ari bent 
down to his butt and attached the leash. Now that his 
arouSal had faded, this felt embarrassing. 


"Very nice. Good boy. I'll have you walk to heel in a bit, but 
first | want you to crawl ahead of me so I can see my boy's 
ass with its owner's chain coming from it." 


Tim set off. He felt tears on his face as he realized Ari was 
letting the leash just drag along behind him. 


"So lovely. You're a fine boy." 


And suddenly his tears stopped at that praise. And a second 
later, the chain's tension grew and tugged as Ari claimed 
the end. 


"Heel! And double time, boy. Once around the room." 


Tim crawled, proud to be getting it right, and then, on 
command, stood and jogged a pace behind his Master. 


Some more lessons followed in obeying simple service 
commands, and more practice with getting the condom on 
over Ari's piercings, and then, at last, Ari led him over to a 
futon behind a Japanese screen. 


Tim curled up on the end of the mattress with his ass 
positioned near Ari's knees so that his Master could have 
the maximum amount of leash available. Ari cupped Tim's 
face and kissed him hard. 


"In the morning, when | take the plug out, we're back to Tim 
and Ari, okay? We'll do the party and then it's back to 
normal until you retire. Just remember: your ass is always 
mine." 


"Yes, Papa-Ari." 
"Good, now shh. Time to sleep." 


Tim thought he'd have a hard time sleeping plugged, 
chained, and by Ari's feet under the covers, but he was 
being teased awake by Ari the next morning in what felt like 
a few seconds. 
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"Blow me, boy, then I'll release you and we can have 
breakfast." 


Tim didn't want Ari to come, he wanted to stay on Ari's 
leash forever, but after a while Ari took control of the blow 
job and shot his load down Tim's chin. 


Tim moped through breakfast even as Ari was back to his 
amiable Ari ways. 


"What's wrong, Boo?" 


Tim shrugged. "Damn you, Ari, you reminded me that | like 
sex. | mean, | get off with the clients -- it's good business -- 
but that was special. You bastard. I've spent the last few 
years telling myself that-- that--" 


"What? That emotions and love weren't in the equation?" 


"I'm fond of my clients. I'm such a crappy hooker, Ari. | start 
liking them. But yeah, emotions." 


"And love," repeated Ari. 
Tim gave him a scowl. "Yeah, fuck you, love." 
Ari beamed. "Timmy loves Ari!" 


"Yeah, but I'm not retired yet, so back off. Ari, | think after 
the booking we shouldn’t see each other so much. | can't 
get too entangled. | need to make some more money before 
I'm secure." 


"What are you saving for?" 


Tim grimaced. "Just to feel safe, Ari. | Know you're happy 
with whatever comes along, but I panic. And it's worse since 
| met James. Fuck, there's no way, Ari, no way | ever want to 
be at anyone's mercy." He swallowed some juice. "Except 
yours, of course." 


KKK 


Tim shivered. Damn snow. He grabbed a shovel and worked 
his way down Mr. Arnoff's path. Of course Marlene wanted 
the fucking driveway really cleared. Tim had better get the 
hot chocolate he'd been promised. Still, with some luck, this 
was the last snowstorm of the year. He could come up with 
some kinda yard work scene for Mr. Arnoff once the weather 
broke. 


He heaved a load of snow aside. At least it was dry and 
powdery even if there was a lot of it. He hated winter, he 
decided. Ari couldn't use his bike, he had to shovel snow, 
and two of his uncles had died. And The Pines project was 
making him miserable. Cal's internship was getting lots of 
good dirt, and Tim was doing two sweet old things pro bono. 
In the end, he couldn't take Cal's donation. Mr. M was 
visiting them, too, and just chatting and playing cards. Ari 
wanted to visit, but he was just so damned conspicuous. No 
one would believe he was anyone's grandson. At least not 
more than once. 
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Tim stopped to pant. He was sweating inside his jacket, but 
his nose was gonna drop off from the chill. 


Between Mr. M's ongoing freebies and his two pro bonos, he 
was barely keeping up with his savings schedule. He was 
determined to have his nest egg by thirty. Then he'd think 
about what he wanted from life. Perhaps it was just lolling 
around at Ari's feet in a loft, but whatever it was, he'd have 
some security of his own. The Pines had lit an extra fire 
under him. He would not end up in a hell hole like that. He'd 
been listening extra carefully to Mr. Arnoff and his other 
secure uncles about how they became affluent. Not rich -- 


Tim didn't care about that -- but safe. Tim felt kinda nerdy, 
but he had earnest conversations with Mr. M about 
securities and Treasury bonds. 


He'd noticed Cal listening recently. Perhaps taking control of 
investing his income stream would make Cal feel better 
about his trust fund. 


Tim finished the shoveling and trudged inside for his next 
chore. 


Bang on time, Ari pulled up in the indestructible old Volvo he 
and Tim had gone halves on once winter hit. Ari was all eco- 
geeked out about it being diesel, but Tim was just happy it 
was cheap and ran. Despite Tim's resolve not to see Ari so 
much, life just hadn't cooperated. Cal and Otis always 
included Ari, and after a few weeks of determined off-duty 
chastity, Tim had crumbled. 


He missed Ari's prick and furry belly too damn much. 


"Going to The Pines, Mr. Arnoff. Want to come and entertain? 
Auntie Mo says she remembers your show!" 


Mr. Arnoff sniffed. "Maurice always told lies. That one so 
does not remember my show!" 


Tim opened his mouth to argue, but Ari started getting out 
of the Volvo. 


"Uh-oh, Papa-Bear is getting out of his cave. Gotta go, Mr. 
Arnoff. I'll give your love to Auntie Mo!" 


Tim scrambled into the passenger seat. "Hi, Ari! Oh, lord, Mr. 
Arnoff keeps insisting he doesn't know Auntie Mo, and then 
he tells me stuff about her. And he will not stop with the 
Maurice." 


Ari chuckled, and then focused on reversing out of the 
driveway. "Nice snow clearing job, boy. 


You could probably make an honest living if you wanted." 


"Screw you, too," said Tim cheerfully. "Did you get Auntie 
Mo's candies?" 


"A tin of Altoids and a bag of Werthers, you bet." 


"Lookit," said Tim happily. "A pink chiffon scarf! | found it at 
Goodwill. Auntie Mo will love it around her neck." 


Hard for the Money - 45 


"Aw, you are a good nephew. Want me to come in with you? 
| can pass for normal in the winter." 


Tim giggled. "You look like a big Russian Bear!" 


Ari had grown his beard for the winter and had a fur hat with 
ear flaps to cover his spools. 


Apparently they conducted the cold something wicked, but 
Ari felt silly in earmuffs. 


"No," continued Tim. "It's okay, Papa. We want you as our 
ace in the hole if things get mean. 


And Cal's on duty today so me and Auntie Mo can have 
some fun without JerkWad Orderly bullying her." 


"If | meet him in an alleyway," said Ari grimly. 


"I'll help," said Tim. "He's one mean fuck. He let Uncle 
Salvatore stay in a wet bed for hours last week. | was the 
one to change the sheets and give Uncle Sal a nice bath. His 
poor skin was all sore." 


Ari gave an honest-to-God growl. "Timmy. How close are Cal 
and Mr. M to getting all the evidence?" 


"Pretty good, Papa. We think that when Cal's class ends at 
Easter, he can present all his findings to the college and get 
his profs to help and then we can also go down to Legal Aid 
and figure out who we file complaints with." Tim paused, 
then added, "And, uh, Ari, don't be mad, but | didn't tell you 
this before, but, um, | gave the home administrator a blow 
job last week." 


Ari Slammed on the brakes. "What!" 


Tim quailed. "He cornered me, Ari, and said he knew there 
was no way Auntie Mo and Uncle Sal were both my relatives. 
| thought I'd finally got the inconspicuous thing down, and 
managed to have two sets of relatives at The Pines with no 
one really caring. But he noticed! He thinks I'm doing some 
scam to get in their wills -- as if they had anything left after 
these fuckers have sucked them dry! But he thinks I'm 
dumb, | guess. Anyway, | gave him a blow job to stop him 
calling the security guard, and now he thinks he's 
blackmailing me!" Tim beamed. "See, Papa! 


I've got him cornered -- he just doesn't know it yet!" 


Ari restarted the stalled car. "Oh, Timmy. Be careful. Think of 
the blowback on Mo and Sal." 


"I Know," whispered Tim. "Oh, Ari, it's so horrible. | know this 
was Cal's plan, but | feel awful now. There's so many rotten 
bastards, and what can we do?" 


"What we can," said Ari firmly. "We can't fix the world, Tim, 
but we can smooth out the bits we encounter. Okay?" 


"Yeah, thanks, Papa. I'm sorry | blew the administrator, but 
next time, Cal is going to get some photos with his cell 
phone so we can really blackmail him!" 
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Ari shook his head. "Please be safe, Tim." 

Tim cackled. "Oh, | spit out admin-jizz, | promise." 
Ari shuddered. "Not exactly what | meant, but ew." 


Tim rummaged through his bag. "Okay, eye shadow, nail 
polish and remover, and lip gloss. 


Scarf. Candy. I'm set. I'm riding home with Cal when he gets 
off duty. I'll see you for our study session tonight. Love you, 
Papa." 


Tim hurried through the cold into The Pines lobby. He waved 
at the security guard and scooted down the corridor to the 
elevators to Auntie Mo's floor. 


Cal had made sure to book Mr. Rogers, Auntie Mo's 
roommate, into a physical therapy session so Tim and 
Auntie Mo had privacy. 


"Fuchsia-Pink Cutie Claws!" said Tim waving a bottle of nail 
polish. "How's that color, Auntie Mo?" 


“Lovely, darling," whispered Auntie Mo, and held out a hand. 


Tim carefully painted Mo's nails, then, while they dried, tied 
the new scarf around Mo's neck, put on the lilac eye 
shadow, and applied the frosted pink lip gloss. 


"Auntie Mo, you look devastating! Are you ready for your 
promenade?" 


"Ooh yes, baby. Where are we going today?" 


Tim carefully lifted Mo's stick-thin body from the bed into a 
wheelchair and tucked in the silk robe Cal had supplied. 


"We are going to see Mr. Salvatore Vittorio! A very 
handsome gentleman from Italy!" 


"Ooh! How romantic." 
"He has heard all about the lovely Mo of the fourth floor." 


Auntie Mo giggled and flapped at Tim. "Oh, you are a devil, 
Timmy." 


“Ready? Let's roll!" 


Tim made Auntie Mo squeal by making the wheelchair fly 
down the hallway with Tim riding on the back. 


"Mr. Vittorio! | have a visitor!" 
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Tim wheeled a glowing Auntie Mo into Uncle Sal's room, and 
then sat guard outside for thirty minutes. 


He collected Auntie Mo and gave Uncle Sal a wink. "Back in 
twenty, Mr. Vittorio." 


He pushed Auntie Mo back, and leaned over at the doorway 
to whisper in Mo's ear. "Mo? Wanna be naughty? Wanna see 


my pi-pi?" 
Auntie Mo clapped her hands. "Two in one day! | saw Sal's!" 


"That was fast work!" said Tim admiringly. He unzipped and 
let his cock dangle while he tenderly removed Auntie Mo's 


make up. Mo fondled his prick admiringly. After Mo's lip 
gloss was gone, Tim lifted his cock -- soft, alas, although he 
had tried -- to Mo's lips, and let Mo lick and tease while he 
worked on removing the nail polish. 


He carefully unwound Mo's new scarf and folded it. 


"Okay, Auntie, my darling, time to be back in bed. Let me 
help you out of your robe." 


Tim tucked Auntie Mo into bed, and then put his cock away. 


“Nothing finer than fresh young dick," said Auntie Mo. "Did 
you bring my candy?" 


"Here it is." Tim bet forward and kissed Mo's cheek. "Bye, 
honey. See you next week." 


Tim drew a shuddering breath in the hallway, and then went 
down to Uncle Sal to get blown. 


Uncle Sal proved James was right about blow jobs with no 
teeth. It was goddamn awesome, thought Tim. He always 
came copiously. 


"Did you like Mo?" he asked while Uncle Sal wiped his chin 
and popped his teeth back in. 


Sal nodded. "Oh yes. What a firecracker. She had me 
unzipped in a flash!" 


"Room 426," said Tim. "See if you can hook up!" 


Tim pottered around on the ground floor waiting for Cal. He 
hoped the administrator wouldn't see him. He wasn't in the 
mood to give a freebie unless Cal was going to get it on his 
phone. 


He was in luck. Cal came out in his coat just as JerkWad 
Orderly came in one door and spotted Tim. Tim managed to 
leave casually with Cal. 


"Fuck," said Cal, patting his coat. "I have so much 
paperwork under my shirt. | couldn't figure it out, so | 
smuggled it out for Ari to read." 


Tim looked over his shoulder. JerkWad was staring after 
them. 
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At the study session, Ari walked them through some billing 
procedures and offered suggestions about what else to look 
for in the files. Then he sat off to one side with the papers 
Cal had borrowed while Tim, Cal, and Mr. M planned the next 
week's activities. 


Ari interrupted after a bit. "Guys! You may have found the 
mother lode, Cal, but it stops short of what | need." He ran 
his hand over his beard. "I think | need to explore the files. 
I'm going to need to cross-reference information -- not 
something you can just easily grab. Cal, do you have keys?" 


"Yeah, but, Ari--" 


"We'll plan it," said Ari calmly. "I'm not talking about just 
sneaking in tonight. I'll analyze these files and billing 
patterns and we can go at the end of their next billing cycle. 
We'll get some better data then. In the meantime, you and 
Tim can scope out the escape routes from the office in case 
we get busted, and Mr. M, you can start to befriend the 
admin. Can you act like you have a relative in need of 
admittance?" 


Otis nodded. "Yeah, | can butter them up." 


"And ask some leading questions about cutting corners?" 
"You bet." 


"Right, then we just need to be patient, and | think we can 
take them down Al Capone style." Ari looked grimly 
satisfied. 


Cal wigged out. "No violence!" 


"Hush, baby, Ari means that Capone was finally busted on 
taxes. We'll get these guys with paperwork." Mr. M gave 
Cal's arm a squeeze. 


Ari and Tim exchanged smartass looks. Just recently, Mr. M 
had been finding excuses to forgo his freebies from Tim. And 
he and Cal had been increasingly affectionate. Ari was 
getting all smushy in private about the May-December 
romance. 


The next few weeks were hard. Tim and Cal were growing 
pale with the strain of dancing around JerkWad Orderly, the 
administrator, and the hundred small miseries inflicted on 
Mo and Sal as part of their daily lives. Spring may have 
arrived, but no one felt hopeful. 


Finally, Ari announced that this Saturday night would be 
when he'd have Cal sneak him in during the nightshift. He 
had nearly all the data he needed. He and Cal would 
download files and make copies of paper records in the 
office. Tim was to be ready to distract the night guard -- 
they were pretty sure he was family enough to appreciate a 
free blow job if he actually emerged from the lounge -- and 
Mr. M would wait in the parking lot, ready to alert them to 
any arrivals and get the car started for an emergency 
escape if necessary. 
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Tim was antsy about it. He was so worried they'd get caught 
and that Sal and Mo would suffer. 


"They suffer anyway," said Cal sharply. "Tim, we have to risk 
this. Once the press, the social work program, and Legal Aid 
know, those assholes will have to behave." He paused. "And 
Dad. 


I'll make him kick up a stink, too. I'll persuade him that he 
could run for mayor based on a clean up elder abuse 
Campaign." 


"Auntie Mo is so vulnerable," whispered Tim. "Can you 
imagine being transgendered and stuck there? She's so 
sweet, too. | wish | had a real auntie like her." 


Ari gave Tim a bear hug. "Not much longer, punkin. Be 
patient. | know that's not your strong suit, but try." 


Tim scowled. He was too patient. He'd planned and waited. 
"Don't sulk, baby. | know it's hard. Trust us, okay?" 


Tim nodded but was just not sure. Ari and Mr. M didn't see 
what he and Cal did. And he was also just plain freaked -- 
what if the guards caught Ari? He looked so disreputable 
that they'd be sure to call the police. 


Tim kept his silence, and, as Ari and Mr. M suggested, he 
and Cal carried out their normal routine that week. 


He got Auntie Mo her candies and a new shade of polish, but 
when he arrived, she was listless and barely recognized him. 


"Honey," he said and patted her hand. "Auntie Mo. It's me. 
Timmy. With rose blush polish and," 


he dropped his voice, "pi-pi for you." 


Her eyes opened and fluttered. "Timmy. Sweetie. Go away. 
He'll..." 


Tim was not so easily deflected. He helped Auntie Mo sit up, 
and then swore. 


"Who did that?" 
"| fell?" said Auntie Mo. 


"No, you did not," snarled Tim. "Auntie Mo! Who hit you? 
How did you get bruised ribs?" 


Auntie Mo just shook her head. 


Tim bundled her into her wheelchair and set off to Uncle 
Sal's room. 


"Mr. Vittorio! What is going on? How did you get a black 
eye?" 
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"| fell?" said Uncle Sal. 


"You did not," quavered Auntie Mo. "Timmy! He defended 
me! My honor! That motherfucking orderly called me Auntie 
Homo." 


As outraged as he was, Tim spluttered for a second over 
Auntie Mo cursing like a sailor and the idea of Mr. Vittorio 
attacking JerkWad. 


"Right! We're out of here! Hold on, Auntie Mo! You first. We'll 
be back, Uncle Sal." 


Tim looked as unobtrusive as he could and wheeled Auntie 
Mo into the grounds as if he were just taking her for an 
airing. 


"Auntie Mo -- that's my Ari's car. I'm going to put you in the 
back seat and then go and get Uncle Sal. Be really quiet, 
okay?" 


Tim mustered all his inconspicuous skills and sauntered 
back to Uncle Sal's room with the empty wheel chair, and 
then helped Uncle Sal into it. Sal and Mo were both just 
thrilled at the adventure. 


"How could our lives get shittier?" asked Sal when Tim 
started to waver. They were already at the mercy of 
JerkWad. 


"How am I going to explain to Ari?" wondered Tim as he took 
Mo and Sal up, one by one, in the freight elevator to Ari's 
loft. 


He settled Sal and Mo on Ari's couch and left them playing 
footsie together while he called Ari, Cal, and Mr. M. 


God, he was in disgrace, but it was okay. No one was fucking 
with his aunt and uncle. 


He nearly changed his tune when Ari stormed into the loft. 
He'd never seen his Papa-Bear pissed before, and he hoped 
he never would again. 


Out of sight of the old love birds, Tim fell to his knees. "Ari, 
please, I'm sorry. l--" 


"Get up, Tim. | trust you. It's those fuckers I'm mad at. If you 
thought it was right to eldernap them, then I'm sure you 
were right." 


"Oh," said Tim and got up. "So, um..." 


"We need all our resources. Start calling, boy, everyone you 
know with any influence." 


Tim sat down with his phone and pondered. When he 
thought about it, he'd blown someone retired from about 
everywhere in the city. He started calling. 
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Cal and Mr. M showed up, working their phones as well. 


"Right," said Ari. "We have Legal Aid coming here along with 
social workers any minute to get Mo and Sal evaluated and 
have them declare Timmy as their legal guardian if they 
agree. Then a press conference outside The Pines this 
afternoon to reveal their billing practices and elder abuse. 
Cal's dad is having his contacts show up, and I've called my 
IRS buddy." 


Mr. M grinned. "And my friend at the local rag says he wants 
the story about how the administrator had a call boy give 
him blow jobs on company time." 


Tim felt overwhelmed and backed away to sit with Sal and 
Mo. He asked their permission to be their guardian. 


"Of course, honey," said Auntie Mo, holding Sal's hand 
innocently while her free hand made a grab for his zipper. 


"Whatever Mo wants," said Sal dreamily. 


"Great! Just, Auntie Mo, don't jerk Uncle Sal off until after 
the social worker has gone, okay?" 


"Okay, sweetie." 
"Auntie Mo, that means put his pi-pi away!" 


Tim sweated bullets, but to his amazement, he had the 
power of attorney papers signed by all concerned. Auntie 
Mo and Uncle Sal had no living relatives, and suddenly he 
was it. 


"Fuck, Ari! Help!" 


Ari chuckled for a bit, then came over to soothe his boy. 
"Tim, don't worry, between the four of us I'm Sure we can 
figure out a nice assisted living facility for Mo and Sal. Your 
investments are doing well, Cal has money burning a hole in 
his pocket, and Mr. M and | are both doing fine." 


Tim bit his lip. It was getting sore recently with all the 
worrying. 


"Timmy, really, trust me." 


Ari flipped on the TV for Sal and Mo to watch and pulled Tim 
close to him. 


"Come here, boy. Let me reassure you." 


"Mmm," sighed Tim, relaxing into his Papa-Bear's arms. 
"That's nice." 
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Ari's hands strayed over Tim's ass. "I'm gonna warm that 
ass up good when we're alone, boy. | do trust you, and you 


did fine today, but you ever, and | mean, ever, act alone like 
that again, and I'll skin your ass." 


"Yes, Papa," whispered Tim. 


Ari squeezed Tim's ass. "Boy, you did good. Now, are you 
ready to face the press?" 


Tim reared back. "Me?" 

"Yeah, you. You broke the story." 

"Shit." 

"Well, punkin, you jumped the gun, so you face the music." 
"Aw, Ari, they'll find out about me selling my ass." 


"Not at all. Just talk about your volunteer work with the 
elderly as a result of being friends with your social work 
major friend, Cal." 


"Ari -- do | have to?" 


"Yes, baby, you do. It's called handling the consequences." 
Ari paused and then grinned. "And while you're doing that, | 
will be cornering JerkWad. You and Mr. M are the distraction 
out front with the press." 


"Hurt him," said Tim callously. "He hurt Mo and Sal. And he's 
a homophobic shithead." 


"Done," said Ari. "Now come on. Cal will stay here with Mo 
and Sal since he has some training." 


Tim shook all the way through the press conference. Luckily, 
Mr. M was calm and explained the issues and Tim added 
emotional soundbites at appropriate junctures. He tried his 


best to keep his composure, but he did swear when he 
explained that his Auntie Mo and Uncle Sal had been 
mistreated, and, to top it all, the staff hadn't even noticed 
that they'd gone until the social workers had called to follow 
up on Tim's custody claim. 


He did yelp -- and hastily turned it into the start of a fresh 
complaint -- when he saw JerkWad haring through the 
shrubbery pursued by a bear. He knew Ari would get him 
sooner or later. No one but Mr. M saw since the press were 
all facing them. 


"So what kinda racket is going on here?" called a reporter. 
Mr. M started an explanation, and Tim saw the administrator 
through the glass doors of the reception area. Tim sprinted 
over, flung the door open, and hissed, "Talk to them, or I'll 
spill about the blow jobs. You can be a fraud or a fraud and a 
perv. Your choice." 
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Tim marched back to the press. "This is the main guy here. | 
have things to say about him, unless he wants to speak for 
himself." 


"You rotten little fag," snarled the administrator as he 
passed Tim on his way to the microphones. 


Tim backed away, leaving the conference in Mr. Michaels’ 
control. He needed Ari. And he needed to make sure Ari 
wasn't doing anything to get himself arrested. 


He tracked his man down to the parking lot. JerkWad was 
dodging and crawling between parked cars to hide from Ari. 


"Papa! He's here in this row!" called Tim. 


JerkWad stood up straight and called Tim a fucking pansy 
squealer ratfink. 


Ari picked up speed toward him like a bull finally losing it 
with a matador. 


Tim wanted to just watch and he wanted to punch JerkWad 
himself. He settled for making sure JerkWad couldn't escape 
from the aisle of cars that Ari was chasing him down, and 
calling out to Ari about whatever sidestep JerkWad tried to 
make. 


Finally, Ari caught up and ran slap into JerkWad, smashing 
him against an SUV and pinning him there with his belly. He 
started raining insulting little blows all over JerkWad's head. 


Tim caught up and started screaming abuse at the pathetic 
Captive. 


He realized he was close to their Volvo, unlocked the trunk, 
and pulled out his tennis racket that he'd stored there in 
anticipation of the first game of spring. 


"Fuck," wailed JerkWad. "Hey -- that's not fair -- that could 
really hurt." 


Tim swung and swatted him. "That's for Auntie Mo!" 
JerkWad hollered and clutched his arm. 

Ari stepped back to give Tim a clear shot. 

Thwap! "That's for Uncle Sal!" 


JerkWad took off running with Tim chasing him and 
whapping him as hard as he could with the tennis racket. 


After a few minutes, Tim returned, dragging a broken racket 
behind him. 
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Ari beckoned him close. "You, young man, are officially 
retired. Your ass is mine." Tim blinked, then stepped into 
Ari's embrace. After a while they broke their clinch, and 
Tim's racket clattered to the ground. 


"Well," said Ari. "You broke your tennis stuff." 
Tim shrugged. "Aw, it was just a cheap racket." 
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A Hard Man is Good to Find 

By Kiernan Kelly 


Chaos double-checked the house number against the sheet 
of paper in his hand. 755 East Monroe Street was a small 
Cape Cod that could've been pulled straight out of a 
Norman Rockwell painting, complete with a waist-high, 
whitewashed picket fence. Neatly tended flower beds of 
tulips and daffodils edged both sides of the blue slate 
walkway. The lawn was a perfect swath of emerald green 
grass. Bright yellow and white checked curtains framed a 
large picture window. 


It reeked of Middle America to a guy like Chaos, who'd 
always preferred gothic architecture, dark colors, and heavy 
metal to the whole Brady Bunch mentality. He'd grown up in 
a similar house in a neighborhood that might have been 
cloned from the one he currently stood in, and knew exactly 
what he'd find if he peeked between the starched gingham 
curtains. Perfect wives would be serving dinner to their 


perfect husbands and two-point-five perfect children, while 
the perfect family dog chased the perfect family cat around 
the fucking perfect IKEA kitchen table. 


Chaos knew the portrait was a lie; he knew firsthand about 
the misery and pain roiling just under the idyllic smiles of 
those ideal families, like a mass of writhing worms eating 
them from the inside out. He might be dark and fatalistic at 
times, but at least he was unflinchingly honest, and the only 
one he hurt on occasion was himself, unlike the perfect 
people, who often hurt those they professed to love. 


When he was younger, he'd counted the days until he could 
split by marking off each date on his wall calendar with a 
blood-red "X." When the "X’s" reached the date of his 
eighteenth birthday, he'd walked out the door and never 
looked back. 


Back then, his name had been Arthur. 


His parents had named him after the Dudley Moore 
character in the movie of the same name. 


How pathetically... eighties. 


Chaos was a much better name, perfectly suited to the 
inner turmoil that had been his constant companion, and 
he'd adopted it privately when he was fifteen and publicly 
the moment the house door had slammed shut behind him. 


Time had a way of mellowing even the most vociferous of 
nonconformists. Working for minimum wage in a small, 
trendy clothing shop that catered to others like him quickly 
wore thin. 


He found that eating ramen noodles on a regular basis 
didn't work for him, and walking everywhere because he 


couldn't afford a car sucked hairy monkey balls. 


He wanted out of his roach-infested apartment complex. He 
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card. He wanted a fucking bank account, for God's sake. 


In short, he wanted the American dream -- sans the white 
picket fence -- and would do whatever was necessary to get 
it, including things that weren't exactly... well, /ega/, from 
time to time. 


He'd matured -- totally against his will, mind you -- and 
although his views of the Middle American lifestyle hadn't 
really changed, the name "Chaos" began to sound a little 
too theatrical. 


Unfortunately, his friends all had "Chaos" programmed into 
their heads and their phones and were being douchebags 
about changing it. 


Not that he knew for sure what he'd like to be called 
instead. "Arthur" sure as shit was out. He didn't think he 
looked like an "Arthur." He didn't look like a "Bob," ora 
"Paul," ora "Sam" 


either, so "Chaos" he remained, at least until he thought of 
something better. 


He sighed and tossed the sheet of paper on which he'd 
hastily scrawled the address onto the front seat of his car, 
then sighed and tried to center himself. 


At precisely three minutes to eight, just as the sun was 
setting, he unfurled his six-foot, two-inch body from the car 
and shook his legs out, loosening the muscles. Once he'd 
checked to make sure his holster was in place and his badge 


was pinned to the breast of his blue fitted shirt, he tugged 
the shiny black brim of his hat lower over his eyes. A quick 
look in the car's side view mirror told him he looked good, 
polished. He grabbed his radio from the passenger seat, 
trotted up the walkway to the stoop, and rang the bell. 


KKK 


Out of the two dozen people crowded into the living room, 
RJ was the only man and the only person still sober. The 
others, even Paula -- especially Paula -- were already 
walking the line between smashed and unconscious, with a 
few tipping the scales heavily in favor of the latter. 


Not that RJ could blame Paula for imbibing a bit too much 
liquor. If RJ had been in Paula's strappy pink sandals, he'd 
have dived headfirst into the first available bottle and not 
surfaced until he'd sucked it dry and licked it clean. 


Married. His baby sister was getting married! 


RJ couldn't seem to wrap his mind around it. For that matter, 
he couldn't understand why anybody would willingly be 
shackled into matrimony of their own free will, let alone 
Paula who'd always been something of a nonconformist. He 
smiled to himself, remembering the purple-hair-black- 
clothing-perpetual-sneer phase she'd gone through in her 
late teens. They'd flipped each other off so many times 
during that period that it was a wonder they didn't have 
arthritis in the joints of their middle fingers. 


Maybe it was just that he didn't much care for her fiancé, 
Steven. Steven was too cold, too distant; there was 
something about him that RJ didn't quite trust. He'd never 
been able to really warm up to Steven, although not for lack 
of trying on his part. There was just something a wee Hard 
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bit shifty about him in RJ's opinion, even if Steven was on 
the town council. 


He had no doubt that Paula was crazy about Steven, but he 
was honest enough to admit he had misgivings about their 
marriage. Did she love him enough to wake up in Steven's 
bed every morning from now until forever? To share nearly 
every spare moment in his company, eat almost every meal 
across the table from him, and spend every vacation and 
holiday with him in perpetuity? Or was she just in love with 
being in love, with the idea of being married? 


Then again, RJ just didn't get the whole concept of marriage 
anyway. Whenever any of his relationships dragged on for 
more than a month, he started getting antsy. If one of his 
boyfriends had so much as left a toothbrush in his 
bathroom, he'd break out into a cold sweat and call off the 
relationship. 


Paula looked deliriously happy, though. Her eyes were 
always dreamy, as if she was looking at something beautiful 
that no one else could see. She smiled and laughed all the 
time, teasing and tussling with RJ like when they were kids 
all excited over an upcoming birthday or Christmas. 


At the moment she was sitting on the sofa, surrounded by 
her girlfriends and gushing about her wedding dress. It was 
couture, direct from the Paris runways, and had cost as 
much as a small country. Steven supposedly had big bucks 
from an inheritance or a trust fund or something, which was 
a good thing since Paula didn't haul in much cash from her 
waitressing job. 


RJ frowned as he remembered the dress, a long white froth 
of lace and rhinestones. Paula's taste didn't usually run to 
complicated, overdone designs. She liked simple, clean, 


classic lines. He had a suspicion that Steven had a hand in 
picking the dress out, although Paula wouldn't admit to it. 
Not my business anyway, he thought. My only concern is 
that she's happy. 


The doorbell rang, nearly unheard over the music and 
laughter in the living room. RJ Knew who it was; his gift to 
his sister had arrived. He made his way to the door to let 
the stripper inside. 


Over six feet of brawny muscle straining at the seams of a 
tight pseudo-cop uniform waited on the other side of the 

screen door. Mirrored sunglasses hid his eyes, but not the 
Sharp line of his jaw or the sexy scruff dusting his cheeks. 


For the first time in his life, RJ was struck dumb. He stared at 
the man, letting his eyes travel slowly over the wide chest, 
narrow waist, and long, long legs. There was a bulge just 
below the buckle of the black leather belt that was worthy of 
some very deep contemplation. 


The man’s voice was as sensuous as liquid velvet. "I'm from 
Strip-O-Grams. I'm here for Paula's bachelorette party. Is this 
the right address?" The man cocked one sleek eyebrow, 
then used one finger to slide his sunglasses down a bit. He 
peered at RJ from over the rims. Dark brown. His eyes were 
dark brown, deep and liquid. 


RJ's face went red and his mouth dry. He was embarrassed 
to be caught ogling the man like an all-you-could-eat-buffet, 
and even more to his chagrin, his dick wasn't embarrassed 
about it at all. It filled, pressing against the thin material of 
his slacks. Unless he cupped himself, there was Hard for the 
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no way to hide his erection. 


The stripper noticed, and a brief flicker of heat scalded his 
gaze which only made RJ's problem worse. 


The man's voice was sensual and deep, almost sex for the 
ears, and RJ's cock heard it loud and clear. "Uh, yeah. This is 
it. I'm Paula's brother, RJ." 


"Officer Chaos." 


Chaos is a perfect name, my man, because you are 
wreaking havoc with my self control right now. | want to 
climb you like a ladder, rung by perfect rung, RJ thought, 
chewing on the inside of his cheek. He'd asked for a stripper 
dressed as a cop -- a little private dig at Steven's position on 
the city council -- but he'd never envisioned how drop-dead 
sexy the costume would be, or the man who filled it so 
admirably. 


He pushed the screen door open and stepped to the side, 

allowing Officer Chaos’ deliciously bulky frame to squeeze 
by him. He caught a whiff of something woodsy, a cologne 
whose name danced out of reach. 


RJ stood at the entrance to the living room as Office Chaos 
set his boom box down. "Do me a favor?" Chaos asked him 
in that lusciously rich voice. "When I give you the signal, 
press the 


‘play' button, okay?" 


"Yeah, sure," RJ replied. /‘// push anything you want. Push it, 
pull it, lick it... 


Officer Chaos strode confidently into the room of suddenly 
silenced females, scanning the confused face of each one. 
His expression was stony, his stance aggressive. "I'm 
looking for a woman named Paula." 


Eager fingers, each tipped with a lacquered nail in nearly 
every hue in the Crayola crayon box, pointed toward Paula 
in unison. Officer Chaos turned to face her, legs wide, hand 
resting lightly on his gun -- the one in his holster. 


RJ wished badly that he could get a look at the gun in Chaos' 
pants. The bulge held the promise of it being pretty damn 
impressive. 


Chaos turned his head toward RJ and nodded. 


RJ blinked before realizing it was the signal Chaos has 
spoken of and not a response to RJ's internal train of 
salacious thought. He stabbed the play button on the boom 
box. The air was immediately filled with pulsing reggae 
music as Bad Boys, the theme song from the TV show Cops, 
played at full volume. Clichéd, RJ thought, but that doesn't 
make it any less hot. 


He barely heard the music or the screams of the women as 
he watched Chaos begin to move. 


Those hips are positively hypnotizing, RJ thought. They 
thrust in time to the beat of the music, Hard for the Money - 
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the movements making Chaos' ass hitch rhythmically. The 
muscles in his fine rump clenched and unclenched with each 
sway of his hips, each thrust of his groin. RJ's cock bobbed 
and danced right along with Chaos, as if it were enjoying a 
private little party of its own inside RJ's undershorts. 


Chaos' standard-issue police uniform was held closed by 
Velcro, as were the seams of his pants, facts made clear 
when Chaos ripped them from his body with ease and 
tossed them to one side. 


He was left wearing nothing but his sunglasses, shiny black 
belt, holster, socks, shoes, and a bright blue g-string. 


An unexpected, white-hot spear of jealousy shot through RJ 
as he watched Chaos straddle Paula's lap. Chaos’ blue silk- 
slung cock was only inches from her face, and RJ realized 
he'd pay any amount of money to be sitting in her place at 
that moment. 


Chaos was packing some serious firepower under that blue 
silk banana hammock. 


As intriguing as his front half was, Chaos' back side was 
even more enthralling. RJ couldn't stop looking at the 
rippling muscle in Chaos' broad back and rock-hard ass. 
Even his thighs, massive and strong, and his calves, 
rounded and firm, were riveting. 


Chaos had Paula's face buried in the crease of his eight-pack 
as the last strains of the song faded away. It was a little 
weird for RJ to see his own sister nuzzling the man he was 
having sordid sexual fantasies about, stripper or not. RJ felt 
relieved to see Chaos push away from Paula and take a step 
back. 


Another song began playing, and this time Chaos began to 
dance for the rest of the crowd. 


Feminine hoots and hollers nearly overpowered the music 
again as the women shrieked and waved dollar bills, trying 
to attract Chaos' attention. 


RJ quickly decided that, despite what men might like to 
believe, females were the much more debauched Sex. 
Hands pawed Chaos' silken flesh with abandon; lipsticked 
mouths left red and pink imprints all over his glorious skin. 
Even his blue g-string bore lip prints. 


“Come on, take it off!" one woman screamed, yanking 
Chaos' g-string down and exposing his cock. RJ remembered 
her name was Marcia, and she was married to the chief of 
police. 


Chaos tried to cover himself but the women were having 
none of it. Fingers stroked and poked, tongues licked. His 
cock began to lengthen and thicken, growing hard right 
before RJ's eyes. 


Gods, | want a piece of that. 


The music ended. Despite protests from the roomful of 
women, Chaos readjusted his g-string, gathered up his 
costume, tossed them all a smile, and walked toward RJ. 


To RJ, Chaos looked relieved. Not that he blamed Chaos -- RJ 
would've been thankful to get away from those grabby 
female hands, too. For a minute, he'd thought Amanda, the 
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wife, was going to try to ride Chaos like a pogo stick. 


RJ picked up the boom box and followed Chaos' nearly-bare, 
extremely fine ass to the front door. 


"Need any help?" RJ asked, meaning much more than just 
lending a hand carrying Chaos' 


equipment to the car. He let his gaze dip for a moment, 
down toward the heavy erection barely contained by the 
thin, silk g-string, hoping Chaos would get the message and 
be amenable to it. 


He not only got it, he jumped on RJ's offer with a sideways 
smile and a heated look in his eyes. 


"Yeah, actually, | do. Are you willing to help the cause?" 


"I'm always willing to do my civic duty." RJ cast a look over 
his shoulder. Every feminine eye was trained on them. Most 
of the women were still calling for Chaos to return to the 
living room, and some of them were drunk enough to try to 
force the issue. Bedrooms are out, he decided quickly. It 
would be best to put some distance between Chaos and his 
admiring public. RJ 


Slipped outside and motioned for Chaos to follow him. "Right 
this way, officer." 


KKK 


The sun had set in the half hour since Chaos had entered 
the house with the white picket fence. 


For once, he was happy to say he'd made the wrong 
assumption. Who lived in the perfect little house was a cute 
guy whose appetites matched his own. The guy, RJ, had 
been giving him the right kind of vibes since he walked in 
the house. 


Darkness provided plenty of cover as he followed RJ around 
the side of the Cape Cod. No need to worry about nosy 
neighbors peeking through Venetian blinds at his bare ass. 


It was a relief to get away from the attention of the women. 
Usually they didn't bother Chaos. He preferred men, always 
had, although he was more than happy to allow the women 
a little touchy-feely thrill if the tips were good. Despite his 
preferences, all those frenetic feminine hands pawing at him 
had made him hard. After all, it had been a good long while 
since he'd made love. 


It wasn't that he was starved for sex, far from it. He had /ots 
of sex, but he considered it work when someone was paying 
him for it. He couldn't really relax and be himself, and he 
missed touching a man solely because he wanted to. Plus, 
when he was getting paid, he had to do things the way his 
customer wanted it done, which usually involved Chaos 
playing bottom -- not his favorite position. 


There was no denying RJ was attractive. His body was lean, 
and he had the prettiest mouth Chaos could remember 
seeing in a while. And if RJ seemed a little too serious for 
Chaos' taste, well, they both knew this wasn't going 
anywhere beyond a quick grope in the dark. No harm, no 
foul. 


There was a Shed set near the side of the house, and it was 
in the deep shadows between the shed and the house that 
Chaos dropped his bundle of clothes, pushed RJ up against 
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siding, and crushed his lips against that pretty mouth. 


"Oh yeah," he murmured against RJ's lush lips when he felt 
RJ's hand seeking his cock. Straight to business, no fucking 
around, just the way he wanted it. He arched into RJ's hand, 
hips pumping. 


He felt RJ's prick rub insistently against his thigh. "I got one, 
too, you know." 


A small laugh escaped him. "Yeah, so | feel," he said, sliding 
his hand between them. He palmed RJ's length through the 
material of his pants. "Like that?" he asked, squeezing a 
little. He slid open the zipper of RJ's pants and pulled his 
dick free. "How about this?" 


"Fuck yeah." RJ returned the favor. Chaos felt the night air 
briefly cool his hot flesh before RJ's hand closed around his 
shaft. Chaos moved from RJ's lush mouth to the delicate 
Skin under RJ’s jaw, sucking hard. 


RJ mewled, actually mew/ed, like a kitten. At any other time, 
Chaos would've thought the description lame, but at the 
moment, with RJ's hand squeezing him and his own palm full 
of hot cock, it sounded sexy to him. "More," he groaned, not 
sure if he meant the erotic little noises or more movement 
from the hand fisting his dick. 


When RJ rewarded him by moaning long and low, and 
squeezing a little harder, he decided it was definitely both. 


They were both breathing heavily, stroking one another 
almost in tandem. RJ's little noises grew raspier and more 
frequent. "Gonna blow." He gasped and then did, wetting 
Chaos’ hand with hot liquid. 


The smell of sex wafted up, heady and spicy. Chaos 
breathed deeply, fucking RJ's hand, really pumping into it 
until his release found him. He squeezed his eyes shut 
against the white-hot pleasure that zapped through him like 
a lightning bolt, riding it until it crested and finally faded. 


"Fuck, that was good. Just what | needed," he breathed. 


Damn if RJ wasn't grinning at him like the fucking Cheshire 
Cat, all white teeth and twinkly eyes. "Yeah, me, too," he 
said as he stuffed his dick back into his pants. 


Chaos only had to pull up the thong he'd been wearing and 
gather the clothes he'd dropped on the ground when they'd 
started. 


RJ walked him to the car and with a wave, he got in and 
started her up. Before he drove away, he wondered if he 
should ask for RJ's number, then thought better of it. He 
didn't make a habit of dating customers and figured it 
wasn't a good idea to start now. 


He waved and left RJ standing at the curb. 
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But RJ stayed on his mind all the way home. 


KKK 


RJ wasn't sure what to make of Chaos. What sort of a name 
was "Chaos" anyway? Surely that hadn't been his name all 
of his life. What new mother looked into the innocent eyes 
of her newborn son and thought, "Oh, this child just screams 
anarchy and bedlam! I'm naming him Chaos." 


He'd seemed a little dark and brooding, secretive. Even 
after he'd climaxed, his smile was small, as if it was an 
effort for his lips to curl up in anything but a sneer. He was 
definitely not the type of man RJ was usually attracted to, 
other than for a few minutes of fun. 


Still... 
RJ couldn't seem to get Chaos out of his mind. 


They'd gone their separate ways after their impromptu play 
on the side of the house. There'd been no exchange of 
information. No phone numbers, email addresses, or other 
contact information was given, no promises to call or to text 
made. No offers for dinner and a movie or a drink. Nothing. 
Nada. Just a friendly wave as Chaos pulled away from the 
curb. 


RJ would have dismissed it as a fun, fast encounter that he 
could chalk up to getting lucky on a night when the 
possibility of getting a little had been the furthest thing from 
his mind -- a pleasant surprise and nothing more -- except 
for the fact that he couldn't stop thinking about Chaos. 


It's just because he was gorgeous. There are plenty of hot 
guys around... go find yourself another one and you'll forget 
all about him, he told himself. 


He grunted and tried to concentrate on his work, Sweeping a 
small pile of potato chip crumbs into his dustpan. It had 
taken him hours to clean up after the party, and he still 
wasn't done. Big black plastic bags stuffed with trash were 
stacked near the door, waiting to be taken outside to the 
garbage cans, and he still had at least another full load of 
glasses to run through the dishwasher. There were glass 
rings on his coffee table that needed to be scrubbed clean, 
bits of ribbon and wrapping paper stuck in between the 
cushions of the sofa to be fished out, and someone had 
managed to grind bright red lipstick into the bathroom rug. 


The phone on the wall in the kitchen trilled, and he leaned 
the broom in a corner to free a hand to answer it. "Hello?" 


"Ronald?" It was Steven, the only person in RJ's life who 
refused to call him by his preferred initials. "Paula has 
informed me that when she sent your invitation to the 
wedding, she included the option of bringing a guest. We 
need to have a conversation about this." 


"What guest? What are you talking about?" He hadn't even 
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had chosen to flaunt tradition -- he didn't want to know how 
she'd gotten Steven to agree -- and asked RJ to be her man 
of honor, he'd assumed RSVP-ing was unnecessary. 


"It simply will not do for you to bring one of your swishy 
boys to the wedding. The mayor will be there, the police 
chief, the fire chief, town council members..." 


" Swishy boys?" 


"You know what | mean. | can't have these people thinking 
that | condone your sort of lifestyle by having a bunch of 
limp-wristed divas running around. It was bad enough when 
Paula insisted that you be her... her... whatever of honor, but 
| will not allow you to flaunt your depravities at my wedding. 
What you do on your own time is your business, but--" 


"Your and Paula's wedding, you mean, and | hardly consider 
being gay synonymous with being depraved!" 


Steven's voice took on a hard edge. "Of course. Mea culpa." 
From his tone, RJ knew Steven wasn't sorry at all. The little 
bastard meant every word. "Anyway, Maris Anderson, the 
town clerk, is free that night. She's a pretty little thing, ifa 
bit talkative, but | thought the two of you would make a 
good-looking couple. Take this number down. Four-two- 
seven--" 


RJ's blood had begun a slow boil, but it quickly grew into a 
full-on rage as Steven rattled off the woman's phone 
number. He spoke through gritted teeth, seething. "I don't 
need her number. I'm not bringing Maris Anderson or any 
other woman to the wedding just because you don't 
approve of my lifestyle and think | need to hide who | am, 
Steven. | have to tell you that I'm highly insulted, and the 
only reason | won’t back out of the wedding altogether is 
because of my sister." 


"If that's the way you feel about it, I'm sure she can find 
someone else to stand up for her." 


That, RJ suddenly realized, was the entire point of the phone 
call. Steven hadn't wanted RJ to be in the wedding party 
from the very beginning. He didn't like RJ, and never had, 
and had made it clear on several occasions how he felt 
about RJ's sexual orientation. Steven was so uptight, RJ 


was always shocked that he didn't crack when he bent over. 
He hated the fact that Paula had flouted tradition and picked 
RJ in lieu of a maid of honor. Plus, RJ had always felt that 
Steven was jealous over RJ's close relationship with Paula. 
His issues over RJ's possible choice of a date was a last-ditch 
effort to get RJ to back out. 


"Fuck you, Steven! Does Paula know you're calling me about 
this? You've always hated the fact that Paula and I have 
always been so close, but | never thought you'd stoop so 
low. Well, here's a news flash, buddy. I'm going to stand up 
for her whether you like it or not, and nothing you say will 
change my mind!" He slammed the receiver into the cradle 
so hard it bounced out and fell, bumping against the wall 
and swaying on its cord. 


Oh, that arrogant, bigoted, self-righteous bastard! RJ caught 
the receiver, tempted to call Paula and tell her what Steven 
was up to but thought better of it. He didn't want to screw 
up her wedding just because her future husband was being 
an asshole to him. He replaced the phone in Hard for the 
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the cradle and leaned against the wall. 


He hadn't planned on bringing a date to the wedding. The 
thought had really never crossed his mind. Not because he 
was ashamed of being gay or of bringing a man as his 
escort, but because there just wasn't anybody he really 
wanted to take. 


Now he felt obligated to bring somebody. He couldn't let 
Steven get away with trying to force him back into the 
closet. It was a dangerous precedent, and one RJ didn't want 
to set. Where would it end ? Stay in the closet for our 
anniversary, RJ. Make sure you act straight during our child's 
first birthday party, RJ. Don't wear your rainbow pin on your 
lapel for the holiday family photo, Rj. 


No, he'd have to find someone to bring whether he wanted 
a date or not, but where was he supposed to find someone 
on such short notice? 


Suddenly, Chaos came to mind. He'd certainly looked 
fabulous in a cop's uniform... how would that tower of 
muscle look poured inside a tailored tuxedo? 


Mouthwateringly good, that's how. 


His lips spread in a grin as he scooped up Chaos’ business 
card from where he’d left it on his dresser, picked the phone 
up again, and dialed the number for Strip-O-Grams. 


He left a message for Chaos, saying it was urgent that he be 
called back as soon as possible. 


To his surprise, his phone rang not five minutes later. He 
answered it on the second ring. 


"Hello?" 


"This is Chaos from Strip-O-Grams. Someone called the 
office and said | left a piece of my costume behind at your 
house. I'm not missing anything. Whatever it is, it must 
belong to somebody else." 


"Yeah, about that... this is RJ, Chaos. | actually called 
because | want to hire you again." 


"You don't need to talk to me about it. You can book me 
through Cindy." 


"It's not for a strip show, which is why | lied. | didn't want 
you to get in trouble with your boss for getting personal 
calls at work," RJ said, then hurriedly went on before Chaos 
could say no and hang up. "Listen, | need a date for my 
sister's wedding next Saturday. You'd look great in a tux, 
and, well, we seemed get along well enough last night." His 
cock stiffened, remembering just how well they'd gotten 
along. "All you'd have to do is go to the reception with me. | 
can pay you fifty bucks an hour for four hours, tops. I'll pay 
for everything, including the tuxedo rental. 


What do you say?" 

"Why?" 
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"Why do you have to pay for one? From what | remember, 
you're a good-looking guy." 


RJ's dick and ego both liked that, a lot. "It's a long story." 
"Long stories usually involve jealous boyfriends... or wives." 


RJ laughed. "Not this one. The truth is that my future 
brother-in-law is an asshole who thinks | should be hidden 
away in the attic and not seen in polite company. | need to 
make a statement, and bringing a hot guy like you to the 
wedding as my date would be perfect." 


"Sounds like your sister is marrying a jackass." 


"Yeah, well, love is blind. What do you say?" 
"Don't you think it might upset your sister?" 


"Not Paula. If she knew what her fiancé was doing, she'd 
have a fit and probably call the whole thing off to make her 
point. | don't want to ruin her wedding. | just want to make 
sure he understands that I'm not going back into the closet 
for anybody." 


Chaos took so long to answer that RJ was certain he was 
going to say no. When Chaos spoke again, he'd lowered his 
voice to a whisper. "What about after the reception?" 


That took RJ back a bit. " After? What do you mean, after?" 


"Aren't you going to want to fuck me? Dude, just so we're 
clear, that's not included in the two bills." 


RJ pulled the phone away from his ear and stared at it in 
stunned silence, wondering if he'd somehow misunderstood. 
Chaos was a fucking hooker? He'd just asked a prostitute to 
his sister's wedding! He put the phone back to his ear, 
hemming and hawing, unsure of what to say. "Um... 


uh..." 


“Look, if you don't want that, no sweat. | just needed to 
make sure you understood. | mean, last night after the 
bachelorette party... that was sort of off the books, you 
know? | don't usually work for free." 


Shit! Still, who would know? What Chaos does for money 
has no bearing on how he looks in a tux, R) reasoned. And 
that's why | asked him in the first place, right? "No, that's 
cool. | guess l'Il just need you for the reception." 


"Okay, then. It's a deal. | could really use the money." 


RJ tried not to be offended by that last remark. There was a 
Small part of him that wanted Chaos Hard for the Money - 
66 


to tell him it was a joke, that he didn't prostitute himself, he 
was thrilled to be RJ's date, and RJ 


didn't need to pay him. Then RJ told himself to get over it; it 
was a business deal, nothing more. 


He'd offered and Chaos had accepted. That's all that 
mattered. "Great! You can go to the Tux Hut in Clermont for 
your tuxedo -- I'll call them and tell them to put it on my 
card. The reception is at six o'clock on Saturday, at the Friar 
Tuck Inn in Haines City. Do you need directions?" 


"Nah. I've done shows there. | know where it is." 


He wondered what else -- who else -- Chaos had done there. 
"Cool. Thanks, Chaos. I'll see you on Saturday." RJ hung up, 
Surprised to be feeling better than he had all day, 
particularly after the phone call from Steven, regardless of 
Chaos' revelation. 


So he gets paid for sex, RJ thought. So what? It could be 
worse. He could be dealing drugs, or guns, or be a hit man 
for the Mafia, or some other crazy-ass shit. He doesn't hurt 
anybody doing what he does, as long as he's careful. 


When he picked up the broom and got back to work, he was 
humming. 
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The ceremony was beautiful but traditional in every sense of 
the word, from the resounding strains of Mendelssohn's 
"Wedding March" and the tiny flower girl in a pink satin 
dress strewing rose petals down the aisle, to the very staid 
and understated exchange of wedding vows and plain gold 
bands. 


How very unlike Paula, RJ thought, vaguely disappointed 
that his sister's marriage ceremony seemed to lack even the 
slightest personalized touch. The whole thing could have 
been lifted directly from a wedding planner's Field Guide to 
the Perfect Middle American Wedding, if such a book even 
existed. 


He hadn't missed the black look Steven shot him when he'd 
walked up the aisle behind the line of bridesmaids just 
before Paula made her entrance, but chose to ignore it for 
his sister's sake. 


Earlier in the week, he'd called Paula and asked if it would 
be all right if he brought a date to the reception -- a male 
date. Paula, of course, had been thrilled for him, and was 
suddenly bursting with questions about his date. What was 
his name? Had RJ known him long? How did they meet? Was 
he hot? Was it serious? 


Oh, the lies he'd told her that day! According to RJ, he and 
Chaos had met at a club. True to old songs and romance 
novels, their eyes had met across the dance floor and it was 
love at first sight. 


They'd danced the night away and had been inseparable 
ever since. Really, RJ thought, / should think about 
becoming a writer. | spin a damn fine yarn. 


The good thing was that Paula and her friends had been so 
drunk it was unlikely they would recognize Chaos from the 


bachelorette party. Hopefully Chaos had never been 
arrested in town for prostitution. If he had, then some of the 
officers who were guests might know him. 
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Oh, wouldn't Steven just love that! Hey, Steven... did you 
know your new brother-in-law is dating a whore? RJ snorted, 
imagining Steven in the full throes of an apoplectic fit. Well, 
I'll cross that bridge when -- if -- | come to it. 


As for Paula, well, she'd probably want to reform him, RJ 
thought with a small smile. Then again, if he was absolutely 
honest with himself, RJ wouldn't mind reforming Chaos, 
either. He found he hated the idea of other men paying 
Chaos for sex. 


What Chaos does with his body is none of your business, he 
told himself firmly. Mind your own P's and Q's, mister. 


RJ did tell Paula he didn't think Steven was going to be 
pleased about his choice of a date, but Paula told him he 
was imagining things. He decided not to press the issue. 
She'd find out the truth soon enough. He only hoped Steven 
didn't throw a hissy fit at the wedding and ruin it for her. 


The thought was almost enough to make him call Chaos and 
cancel. The last thing RJ wanted was to screw up Paula's 
special day. 


Then he remembered how great Chaos looked and how hot 
the hand job on the side of the house had been, and his 
libido won out over his common sense. Professional or 
otherwise, Chaos certainly knew his way around a dick. 


Not that he planned on bedding Chaos. RJ had never had to 
pay for it in his life, and he wasn't about to start at this 


stage of the game. 


Now he wasn't so sure his decision was a wise one. The look 
in Steven's eyes when he saw RJ 


walking up the aisle was murderous. How much more 
incensed would he be when he found out RJ was bringing a 
male date to the reception? 


The odd thing was that RJ got the feeling Steven was angry 
not so much because he was homophobic, but because RJ 
hadn't obeyed his orders without question and bowed out of 
the wedding. RJ got the distinct impression that Steven 
didn't like being defied. 


Shaking the feeling off was easier once they were out of the 
church and the bride and groom were safely ensconced in 
their limousine and driving away for a few private moments 
before the reception. 


He was dying to know if Chaos was going to show up. 
Visions of him decked out in a black tuxedo had haunted RJ's 
dreams the night before, as well as dreams of slowly 
Stripping him out of the same tuxedo. 


God, | have it bad, he thought, grinning to himself as the 
bridal party limo pulled up in front of the Friar Tuck Inn and 
parked near the front doors. When was the last time | lusted 
after a guy? 


He tried to remember but couldn't. There was no denying 
that thinking about seeing Chaos again Hard for the Money - 
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had him hard, though, and the thought that he could fuck 
Chaos if he so desired just by pulling out his checkbook 


didn't help. His dick stiffened, pressing uncomfortably 
against the fly of his tuxedo pants. 


No. No, no, no! You are not going to pay Chaos to fuck you. 
Not going to happen, he told himself resolutely. 


His resolve faltered the minute he stepped inside and 
spotted Chaos lounging against a wall near the coat check. 
Just like the first time he'd seen Chaos, his jaw dropped 
open and he stared with unabashed, wide-eyed wonder. 


Chaos looked even better than he'd hoped and was by far 
the hottest man he'd ever seen, hands down. 


Dressed in a perfectly tailored tux, Chaos looked as if he'd 
just stepped off the runway in Milan. 


His black hair and dark eyes were set off by the gleaming 
white tuxedo shirt and the single red rosebud and puff of 
white baby's breath pinned to his lapel. His sinfully full lips 
tilted in a sensual smile as RJ waved and walked toward 
him. 


l am going to be the envy of everybody at the reception 
when I walk in with him on my arm, he thought. / am a 
lucky, lucky man. 


Then RJ remembered that he was paying Chaos to be his 
date, a fact he'd conveniently pushed to the back of his 
mind. He'd nearly convinced himself of the lies he'd told 
Paula. Not only am I horny and lonely, I'm incredibly 
pathetic, RJ thought, forcing himself to smile back. "Hey, 
glad to see you could make it. You look great." 


"Yeah? You look good, too. What do we do now?" 


"Now? | guess | could pay you for four hours, and if it goes 
longer we could settle up then." 


"Nah, you can pay me later. | meant what do we do now?" 


"Oh, sorry," RJ said, feeling his ears heat up. He hoped he 
hadn't insulted Chaos. "I guess we can go on into the 
reception. The cocktail hour will be starting soon, and the 
bride and groom should be here in another half hour or so. 
You'll be sitting with me at the first table with the rest of the 
bridal party." 


"Cool." 


RJ led Chaos into the main room where people were finding 
their tables, waiters and waitresses were circulating with 
trays of hors' d'oeuvres, and the cash bar was already doing 
brisk business. 


By the time he and Chaos got a drink, said hello to several 
of RJ's acquaintances, and found their seats at the head 
table, the room had filled up. They made small talk for a 
while and admired the delicate, silver picture frames that 
Paula had chosen as favors. Then Paula and Steven arrived 
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the usual wedding fanfare, and the reception officially got 
underway. 


RJ found himself forgetting Chaos was his paid escort. He 
found Chaos had a wicked sense of humor, heavily laced 
with sarcasm that RJ found irresistible. He already knew 
Chaos could bust a move from his performance at Paula's 
bachelorette party, and he allowed Chaos to pull him onto 
the dance floor a few times. After imbibing several glasses 
of liquid courage, RJ forgot himself and actually started 
having fun. 


Or he did until Steven cornered him in the bathroom. 


One moment he was washing his hands, and the next he 
was shoved up against the bathroom wall with Steven's face 
inches from his own and Steven's fists clenched in the lapels 
of his tux. 


Steven might be boorish and uptight, but he was not a small 
man by any means, and he worked out regularly. There was 
some strength behind the arms pinning RJ to the wall. 


"What the fuck did | tell you? | to/d you not to bring any of 
your fucking queer boys here, didn't I?" Steven's face was 
twisted into a white mask of rage as he shook RJ. "Didn't I?" 


RJ's head banged against the wall. "Get the fuck off me, 
Steven!" he hissed, pushing back. The only thing pounding 
louder than his skull was his heart. 


Steven outweighed RJ by at least twenty pounds and most 
of it was muscle. He didn't move an inch. "Listen up, you 
little maggot. My career is just getting off the ground. | plan 
on running for town council president next year, and I'm not 
going to let my chances get fucked up because of you. The 
mayor is a conservative, and so are most of the rest of the 
council. It's bad enough that you're related to Paula by 
blood -- | can't do anything about that -- but I'm not going to 
allow you to flaunt your deviant friends at my wedding! Get 
your fairy boy and get the fuck out, or so help me l'Il--" 


"You'll do what?" The deep voice, usually steeped with 
eroticism, sounded cold as steel. RJ 


looked up to see Chaos standing tall behind Steven and 
breathing down his neck. One big hand was clamped on 
Steven's shoulder. "Let him go before your new bride has to 
spend her wedding night stitching your face back together." 


"Are you threatening me? I'll have you arrested!" Steven 
snarled, turning on Chaos. 


"It's not a threat. It's a promise I'm making to the asshole 
attacking my date." 


"Do you have any fucking idea who | am? I'm a councilman!" 


"Good. Then you know what you have to lose if anybody 
finds out you were roughing up your new brother-in-law in 
the can." 


Steven's lip curled in an ugly sneer. "You think anyone is 
going to believe you over me?" 


"They'll believe the video I took with my phone," Chaos said, 
patting his tuxedo pocket. 
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Chaos shrugged. "Believe what you want. It's your funeral." 


Steven turned pale under his spray tan. For a minute it 
looked like he might attack Chaos, maybe wrestle him for 
the cell phone, but then he seemed to think better of it. 
Instead, he turned to RJ. 


“Keep your pet under control, stay away from the other 
guests, and don't get in my fucking way or | swear to God I'll 
make you wish you were never born." 


With that, he brushed past Chaos and left the bathroom 
without another word, although RJ could tell from the 
expression on his face that he was practically wetting his 
pants. Video of him roughing RJ up might possibly cost him 


his seat on the council, and would definitely fuck up any 
chance he had in next year's election, and he knew it. 


"Did you really shoot a video with your phone?" RJ asked 
after the bathroom door swung shut. 


"Nah, but I figured he couldn't be sure | didn't," Chaos 
answered. "You okay?" 


"Yeah. My head hurts, though. | need to go drown the pain in 
Grey Goose." 


Chaos chuckled. "Your new brother-in-law is an asshole of 
the first order. What's your sister see in him?" 


"I've been asking myself that same question all week. I'm 
sure he must not act this way with her. 


She's not the type to put up with this sort of bullshit. | never 
really liked him, but he just let me see this side of him 
recently. As a matter of fact, it's why | felt honor-bound to 
bring a date tonight. He told me in no uncertain terms that | 
wasn't to bring any of my 'swishy' boys to the wedding." 


"Swishy? You think I'm swishy?" 


RJ snorted. "No, not you. You are a tower of strength, and 
I'm sorry | got you mixed up in this mess. Look, | wouldn't 
blame you if you wanted to cut out now. I'll pay you for the 
full four hours, though," he said, digging out his wallet and 
pulling out two crisp hundred dollar bills. 


"You deserve it and more after coming to my rescue like 
that. For a minute, | thought Steven was going to bash my 
brains in against the wall." 


To his surprise, Chaos pushed the money away. "I hate 
homophobic, controlling assholes like him. My father was a 
lot like him. It sucked. Our deal is off. As far as I'm 
concerned, as of this minute we really are on a date, and if 
Mr. Fuckface Councilman doesn't like it, he can kiss my big, 
hairy ass." 


“But--" RJ's protest was cut off when Chaos dipped down and 
kissed him hard. 


Oh yeah. His body remembered the power of Chaos' kisses. 
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worries about Steven in an eye blink. His libido exploded, 
need thrumming through his veins. He couldn't resist 
rubbing his burgeoning erection against Chaos' thigh, or 
grabbing a double handful of Chaos' rock-hard ass. Oh, fuck 
yeah. 


He was especially pleased when Chaos pawed him back. Big 
hands cupped his ass, squeezing, and a hard lump dug into 
his hip. Yummy. "If we keep this up, we're going to miss the 
wedding cake," RJ whispered, arching his neck so Chaos 
could nibble at his throat. 


"| hate cake." 


"Funny, I'm suddenly not too fond of it myself," RJ said, 
pulling Chaos into one of the stalls. 


“Empty calories and all that shit." It was a very tight fit, but 
when he straddled the toilet, they both managed to squeeze 
inside and shut the door. 


RJ quickly found out that mutual hand jobs in a narrow 
bathroom stall were an exercise in agility. Elbows knocked 
against walls, Chaos' back banged against the door a few 


times, and RJ's right thigh would sport a bruise in the shape 
of the toilet paper dispenser, but they managed to bring 
each other off in no more time than it had taken them on 
the side of the house a few days before. 


It was every bit as good, too, RJ thought as they quickly 
washed their hands. There was just something about Chaos 
that threw his libido into overdrive. Not that he was 
complaining. 


No one came in while they were jerking each other off, a 
good thing in hindsight. He would've hated to have to 
explain what he and Chaos were doing in the stall together 
to Steven's nine-year-old nephew, or the mayor. 


RJ couldn't look Chaos in the eye as he zipped up. "Um, how 
much?" 


"Don't fucking insult me, RJ," Chaos growled. "Just because | 
take money for sex on occasion doesn't make me a whore. 
I'm choosy about who | sleep with, money or no money." 


God, Chaos was sexy even when he was mad. RJ felt his 
cheeks heat up with embarrassment. 


"Sorry. It's just that you mentioned... er, payment when we 
spoke on the phone a few days ago. | didn't mean to insult 
you." 


"No problem, just don't do it again." 


He thought for a moment that things might be strained 
between them now because of his faux pas, but when Chaos 
gave him another kiss full of tongue and attitude, he knew 
he'd been forgiven. 


When they finally emerged a few minutes later, slightly 
rumpled and wearing identical, smugly satisfied smiles on 
their faces, they went to the bar for a drink, steadfastly 
ignoring Steven and the black looks he continuously shot in 
their direction. After a few more drinks, they forgot about 
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their uncomfortable moment in the bathroom, and Steven, 
altogether. 
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He hadn't seen Chaos since the morning after the wedding. 
They’d gone to RJ's place after the reception and fucked 
each other's brains out before falling asleep. Chaos showed 
his expertise when he gave RJ one hell of a blowjob, and 
even though RJ didn't fuck for a living, he felt he 
reciprocated fairly well. It seemed so, at least, if Chaos' eyes 
rolling to the back of his skull was any indication. In any 
case, Chaos didn't complain and came back for two encores. 


In the morning they'd showered together, had sex, 
showered again, and had breakfast in the nude before 
Chaos left, still wearing his rented tuxedo. 


RJ grinned as he thought about the pathetically few 
condoms left in the box he kept in his nightstand. He hadn't 
gone through so many in the past three months as he had 
that one night. He would actually need to stop at the 
drugstore to buy more. 


They'd exchanged phone numbers, but he hadn't called 
Chaos for a date. RJ felt an attraction for Chaos that he'd 
never felt for another man and it frightened him. Not only 
did he not know if Chaos felt the same way about him, but 
he had to admit he was uncomfortable with the thought of 
Chaos seeing other men, even if it was only for business. He 


didn't want to appear needy or clingy, but RJ knew that no 
matter how he belittled commitment of marriage, he was 
monogamous at heart. It would kill him to find out Chaos 
was fucking anyone else if he let himself care about Chaos, 
regardless if it was just for money. Speaking of which, he 
didn't know if Chaos would want to give up the money he 
was making. RJ decided it might be better not to start dating 
him at all. 


It was really difficult not to call Chaos, though. Each day 

he'd pick up the phone, and each day he'd talk himself out 
of it. He even debated calling Chaos and offering to pay for 
another date, but was afraid of Chaos taking offense again. 


Two excruciatingly long weeks went by before the phone 
finally rang. Caller ID showed Chaos' 


cell phone number. 
"Hey." 


"Hey, yourself," RJ said. He wondered if Chaos could hear his 
smile in his voice. 


"What are you up to? Got any plans?" Chaos' deep, melodic 
voice gave RJ an instant woody. 


"No, not much. Paula is due back from her honeymoon 
today, but that's about it. What did you have in mind?" 


“There's a really good Mexican place on Colonial. The 
Enchilada Hacienda." 


RJ's smile grew wider. "Yeah, | know it. | like their 
chimichangas." 


Hard for the Money - 73 


"Oh yeah? Well good." There was a slight pause. "We should 
go." 


RJ couldn't resist teasing, just a little bit. "Why, Chaos, are 
you asking me out on a date?" 


"Shut up. Do you want to go with me?" 


"Hell yes. Maybe we can go to your place for a nightcap 
after?" He was already planning on stuffing his wallet full of 
condoms. Mexican food, margaritas, and sex -- it didn't get 
better than that. He hoped he didn't sound too eager, or 
wasn't presuming too much. After all, the last time they'd 
been together, they'd fucked like little bunnies. 


"Uh, your place would be better." There was a sudden, stiff 
quality in Chaos' voice that drew RJ 


up short. 


"Well, now you've got me thinking about jealous boyfriends 
or wives." Why wouldn't Chaos want to bring RJ back to his 
place? What did Chaos have to hide? 


"No, it's not that. I'm just not used to bringing guys to my 
place because... well, I'm just really careful about customers 
knowing where | live. It's different with you, though. Forget | 
said anything. My place is fine." 


RJ cringed. Customers. Chaos was talking about his johns, 
and it was creeping RJ out a bit. "Are you sure? We could 
come back here." 


"No, no. It's all good. I'll meet you at the Hacienda at seven, 
okay?" 


"Yeah, sure. Seven is fine." His phone chose that moment to 
beep. "Oh crap, I've got another call." He peeked at the 
number. "It's my sister." 


"It's okay. I'll see you later, right?" 


“Absolutely, big guy. I'm looking forward to it." So was his 
dick which had hardened eagerly despite Chaos' talk of his 
customers. "See you tonight." 


"Bye." 


He pressed the button to switch calls. "Paula? Hey! How was 
the honeymoon?" 


"Good. Hey, RJ, listen, I'm just calling to tell you we're home. 
I'll talk to you later this week, okay?" 


RJ frowned. Paula didn't sound like herself. She sounded 
odd; her voice was tight, controlled, and she was practically 
whispering. "Is everything okay?" 


"Oh, yeah. Everything's fine. | have to go, okay?" 
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"| have to go, RJ. I'll call you later this week." She hung up 
without another word. 


A knot formed in the pit of RJ's stomach. He'd expected 
Paula to be bubbly, eager to tell him all sorts of stories 
about her fabulous two-week honeymoon in Hawaii. Instead, 
the conversation had been terse. Was she sick? He 
wondered if he should drive over to Steven's house -- 


Steven and Paula's house, he instantly corrected himself -- 
and see her in person. 


No, don't be stupid, he argued. You're reading too much into 
it. It's probably just jet lag. She's tired, that's all. Just 
because you dislike Steven doesn't mean everything’s not 
hunky dory in Honeymoon Land. 


He tried to shake it off and went about getting ready for his 
date with Chaos. First on the agenda was a stop at the 
drugstore for a new box of Trojans. 


It was his first new box in over a year. Go him. 


Paula was still on his mind, though, as he pulled his car into 
a slot near the doors of the Enchilada Hacienda. 


Tomorrow, he promised himself as he got out of the car and 
walked toward the doors. /'// go see her tomorrow, and I 
won't take no for an answer. His conscience assuaged, his 
smile returned as he walked inside. 


The Enchilada Hacienda was decorated like almost every 
Americanized Mexican restaurant he'd ever been in. The 
adobe walls were painted in bright colors: yellow, green, and 
red. Huge sombreros were hung on the wall, along with a 
few tacky pinatas, maracas, and oversized plastic chili 
peppers. The tables were covered with tile mosaics of the 
restaurant's logo, and nearly all of them were full. He 
wondered if it would be a long wait before he and Chaos 
were seated. 


Speaking of Chaos, the man himself walked in not a 
moment later. He was dressed in tight blue jeans that 
hugged the curve of his very fine ass and his long, muscular 
legs, and a blue button-down shirt with the tail untucked. 


He looked like sex on a stick, and RJ hoped he'd be taking a 
huge bite out of Chaos later on. 


There was an awkward moment as they sized one another 
up, neither sure if they should kiss, shake hands, hug, or 
what. They opted by silent, mutual agreement to do none of 
the above. 


"Hey. Been waiting long?" Chaos asked. His arms were 
folded across his wide chest. His long sleeves were rolled up 
to the elbow, exposing strong, tanned forearms. 


"Nah. | just got here. | put our names on the list, though." 
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"Cool. You look hot." 


RJ had worn jeans as well and a form-fitting black T-shirt. 
He'd thought he looked pretty damn good when he'd 
checked himself out in the mirror at home, but it was a 
boost to his ego to hear Chaos thought so, too. "Yeah? 
Thanks. You, too." 


"RJ? Party of two?" A petite woman wearing a green golf 
shirt with the restaurant's name emblazoned on the pocket 
stood waiting with a couple of colorful menus in her hand. 
They followed her to a booth along the back wall. 


After perusing the menu for a few minutes, RJ ordered the 
chimichangas while Chaos ordered a steak fajita and they 
both ordered margaritas. 


The food was good, but the company was better in RJ's 
opinion. Chaos was utterly charming, in a dark, Goth sort of 
way. He showed his wicked sense of humor again, much to 
RJ's delight. RJ 


also discovered Chaos had... unique views on a lot of 
Subjects. 


"Yeah, | think professional sports should be abolished. It's 
not about the game anymore, you know? It's about the 
money," he said in between bites of sizzling hot steak, 
peppers, and onions. 


“Fucking NFL and NBA and shit... those guys make millions 
doing what people used to do for fun." 


RJ smiled at the absolute conviction in Chaos' voice. 
Whether RJ agreed with Chaos or not wasn't the point -- his 
passion was contagious. "I'm not really into sports. | do like 
car racing; I'll watch the Indy on television, and | went to the 
Daytona 500 once, but that's about it," RJ said. 


"Yeah? You're into cars?" 
"Sort of. NASCAR, anyway." 


"| had a cousin, Benny, who used to race. | remember going 
out to the track a few times when | was a kid to watch him." 


"What happened to him?" 
"Don't know. Stuff happened." 


"What kind of stuff?" RJ asked before he could stop himself. 
He thought Chaos would clam up, but to his surprise Chaos 
didn't, although his expression darkened. 


"My dad started drinking, and we stopped going to the 
track. We stopped doing everything, really. On the outside, 
we were still the perfect fucking family, but inside our house 
everything went to shit." 


"Oh, man... I'm sorry, Chaos." He was, too. He could see the 
pain in Chaos' eyes. 
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Chaos grunted. "Yeah, me, too. It's 'Arthur,' by the way. In 
case you were wondering about my real name. Arthur 
Burgess. Stupid, huh?" 


RJ shrugged. "No more than my name. Ronald James. Do | 
look like a 'Ronald' to you?" 


Chaos smiled, and it reached all the way to his eyes. "No. 
You look like an 'RJ.'" 


"That's why everybody calls me that... well, everyone 
except Steven, but what else do you expect from a jerk like 
that?" 


"He's a fucking piece of work, for sure. How is your sister? | 
remember she called while we were on the phone." 


"Don't really know yet. She sounded a little weird, but then 
she's a newlywed. What the fuck do | know about how 
newlyweds are supposed to act? She's probably fine." RJ 
took a sip of his margarita. He noticed Chaos' eyes watching 
his tongue lick the salt from his lips, and he smiled. 


“How'd you come up with the name 'Chaos'?" 


Chaos shrugged. "I thought it was cool when | was fifteen, 
and when | was eighteen and left home, | adopted it. It was 
how | felt, you know?" 


"Still?" 


"Not so much. | just don't know what else to call myself. I'm 
sure as hell not going back to Arthur. | hate that name. It's 
just not right for me." 


"| like Chaos. It's different, like you." He grinned when 
Chaos' cheeks turned red. He pushed his plate away, and 
drained the last of his margarita. "That was good. | really 
liked--" His phone trilled, vibrating in his pocket, making him 
jump. He made a face and smiled apologetically, fishing it 
out. "My sister," he said, noting the number and flipping it 
open. "Hello? Paula? I'm in the middle of having dinner with 
somebody. Can | call you back? Hello? Paula?" 


There was no answer. "Hey, Paula!" he said, louder this 
time. He glanced sheepishly at Chaos. 


"She must be butt-calling me. She always forgets to lock the 
keys on her phone, and whenever she sticks it in her purse 
or her pocket it dials the last number she called. Must've 
been my number, lucky me." 


He was about to end the call when he heard someone 
yelling. Putting the phone back to his ear, he listened. It was 
Steven, and he was screaming at somebody. 


"You fucking bitch! You called him after | told you not to? 
How many ways do | have to Say it, Paula? | don't want you 
associating with that asshole anymore. He nearly fucking 
ruined my career with that stunt he pulled at the wedding!" 


"He's my brother... please, Steven, he's all the family | have 
left!" Paula this time, and it sounded like she was crying. 
There was a Sharp crack, and she screamed. 
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"Shit! Paula! Paula, can you hear me? I'm coming, hon!" RJ 
yelled into the phone, ignoring the stares he got from 
people sitting at tables around them. He snapped the phone 
shut, sliding out from behind the booth at the same time. 
"Chaos, l'm really sorry, man. It's my sister. That bastard 
she married was yelling at her, and I think the fucker just hit 
her. | have to get over there." 


To his amazement, Chaos stood up, pulled a few bills out of 
his wallet, and waved the waitress over. He handed her the 
money. "I'm going with you." 


"No, man, you don't have to--" 


"| watched my father do that to my mom for years. The 
asshole nearly beat your head in once. 


He's not getting another shot at it," Chaos growled. "Come 
on. I'll drive." 


KKK 


RJ rang the doorbell, impatiently shifting his weight from 
one foot to the other as he waited for someone to answer. 
His innards felt coiled tight, like an over-wound spring, 
adrenaline making his muscles quiver. When no one came, 
he pounded on the door. "Paula? Paula, open the door. 


Steven! Steven, you bastard! Let me in!" 


The door cracked open as far as the safety chain would 
allow. Steven's face glared at him. "What do you want? 
Paula is asleep." 


"Bullshit. | want to see her, right now," RJ demanded. "Her 
phone called me. | heard what was going on in here. If you 
laid a hand on my sister, | swear to God l'Il--" 


"You'll do what?" Steven sneered. "Flap your wrists at me? 
Sic your little boyfriend on me again?" 


“Paula is my sister and | want to see her, right now." 


"She's my wife, and she doesn't want to see you. Leave, 
before | call the police." 


"You're a fucking liar. If she doesn't want to talk to me then 
let her tell me that to my face." 


"Fuck off," Steven said. The door started to close. 


Suddenly, a hand planted itself on the door and shoved 
hard. The chain snapped, and the door -- 


and Steven -- flew inward. 


"Oops," Chaos said. "So sorry. Don't know my own strength 
sometimes." He turned to RJ and gestured toward the open 
door. "After you." 


"This is home invasion! I'll have you motherfuckers 
arrested!" Steven wailed. He'd tripped over a chair, landed 
on his ass, and was trying to scramble up from the floor. 
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RJ ignored him and ran into the house, calling Paula's name. 
Chaos lagged behind and pointed a finger at Steven. "Stay 
down. If you get up, I'll put you down again, and this time | 
won't use a door to do it." 


RJ heard Steven hiss, "I'll fucking kill you!" 


Chaos' growl sent a shiver up RJ's spine. "You want a piece 
of me then go on, stand up. I'll give you so big a piece you'll 
be choking on it for a fucking week." 


"You're going to jail, asshole!" 


RJ didn't wait to hear any more of the conversation. He ran 
to the bedroom and flung the door open. 


Paula was lying on the bed. Her eyes were closed, but a 
quick check showed a steady pulse. Her poor face was 
bruised and swollen. 


The smack RJ had heard on the phone obviously wasn't the 
only time Steven had hit her. Besides her face, she had 
marks on her upper arms. Probably trying to fend the 
bastard off, RJ thought. 


He touched her shoulder gently. "Paula? Babe, it's me. It's 
RJ." 


Paula blinked, her swollen eyes cracking open. "RJ? What 
are you doing here?" 


"Getting you out." 
"No, RJ. | married him. | have to stay--" 


"Bullshit. I'm not leaving you here with him. He beat the 
ever-loving shit out of you, Paula!" 


"He's just under a lot of pressure, that's all. He'll change. | 
know he will. He used to be really sweet," she whispered. 


"He hit you. More than once from the look of you," RJ said in 
a tight, controlled voice. "That's not sweet. That's brutality." 


Paula shook her head. "It's not like that. He loves me." 


"That's not love, Paula. Mom and Dad, they loved each other 
when they were alive. Do you remember ever seeing Dad 
hit Mom?" RJ asked, stroking Paula's hair. "You're my baby 


sister. | love you, and I've never hit you. This is wrong, 
Paula. Don't stay here because you want to prove a point, or 
because you're afraid to admit you made a mistake." 


"You don't understand." 


"RJ might not understand, but I do. You can believe me when 
| say that Steven won't change." 
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RJ looked over his shoulder when Chaos spoke. He stood 
framed in the doorway. "My dad used to do the same thing 
to my mom. | watched it go on for years because | was too 
young and scared to do anything. She killed herself when | 
was fourteen." 


RJ helped Paula up from the bed. "Come on, hon. You're 
coming home with me." He was relieved when Paula let him 
lead her out of the bedroom. His first priority was getting 
her out. 


He would call the police later. There was no way in hell he 
was letting Steven get away with abusing his sister. Steven 
was going to pay for every mark he'd put on her. 


"Where do you think you're going?" Steven hissed. He stood 
on the far side of the living room, keeping the sofa between 
him and Chaos, RJ noticed. Cowardly little shit. 


"I'm taking Paula home with me. If you're smart, you'll get a 
good attorney," RJ said. "You're going to need one." 


"Paula, come here," Steven ordered. 


RJ tightened the arm he had around her shoulders. "Are you 
deaf? | said she's coming home with me." 


Steven ignored him. "Paula? Paula, you fucking answer me 
right now! Where are you going? 


You belong to me." 


Paula seemed to rouse herself at that. "I don't belong to 
anyone, Steven. It was a marriage license you signed, not a 
sales receipt. I'm going home with RJ." 


"Fine! Go on, you little bitch. Go home with your fag brother 
and his whore!" Steven's expression was ugly, his lips curled 
in a sneer. "I'll bet you didn't know that about your 
boyfriend, did you Ronald? He's a fucking two-bit prostitute. 
One of the cops at the wedding recognized him. It figures 
that the only person you can get to fuck you is a whore. 
You're pathetic!" 


"The only one who's pathetic in this room is you, Steven," RJ 
Spat. "We're leaving, but this isn't over." 


"You can bet your fucking ass it isn't!" Steven screamed at 
their backs as they walked out. 


KKK 


"This is all my fault." 


They were sitting side by side on the sofa in RJ's living room. 
Paula had fallen asleep on RJ's bed after refusing to go to 
the hospital. The police had come and gone, having taken a 
statement from Paula and photographs of her bruises. Paula 
had filed a complaint against Steven; he would be arrested 
for spousal abuse. 
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RJ knew Steven would deny everything and probably file 
charges against RJ and Chaos for breaking and entering. RJ 
doubted the charges would stick, and if they did, well, he'd 
deal with it then. Paula was safe, and that was all that really 
mattered. 


He looked over at Chaos. "No, it isn't. Steven is a fucking 
control freak who likes to take his aggression out by beating 
up his new wife. That's got nothing to do with you." 


"He wouldn't have gone off on her if | hadn't been at the 
wedding. He found out what I do for a living." 


"Bullshit. He would've found a reason to do this regardless. 
He hates me, always has. | wouldn't obey him, wouldn't 
mold myself into the person he thinks | should be. That's 
what set him off, but even if I'd done what he wanted, 
eventually something else would've pissed him off. Paula 
doesn't usually have a pliable personality. She has very 
strong opinions, and the first time she defied him he 
probably would've snapped. He's got anger issues." 


"What he's got is a bad case of asshole." 
RJ smirked. "Yeah, that, too." 


They sat in silence for a few minutes, shoulders touching. RJ 
was surprised at how much that small touch helped keep 
him grounded and calm. He wondered if Chaos felt it, too. 


"I'm sorry about your mom," RJ whispered. He put a 
comforting hand on Chaos' knee and looked up at him. "And 
I'm sorry you had to go through all that when you were a 
kid." 


Chaos' smile was small and sad. "Yeah, me, too." 


"Stuff like that can screw you up for life." 
"Tell me about it." 


Silence descended for another few minutes, but it was a 
comfortable silence and he felt no urge to fill it with idle 
chitchat. RJ spent the time thinking about Chaos' hard life 
and wondering if that was the reason he did what he did. 
Was it just the money? Or did Chaos have a deeper need to 
hurt himself? There was only one way to find out. "Can | ask 
you something? You can tell me to shut up or go to hell if 
you want." 


"Shoot." 
"If you could, would you give up the sex for sale thing?" 


Chaos stiffened, but then he relaxed and shook his head. 
"It's not that | /ike doing it, RJ. It's just a job to me, and it's 
the only one where I can earn enough money to survive. | 
don't have an education. Even my high school diploma isn't 
worth jack shit. | wasn't in school half the time, and when | 
was, | wasn't paying attention. | barely passed my classes. 
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the teachers knew what was going on at home and passed 
me out of sympathy." 


RJ felt just as surprised as Chaos looked when his offer 
popped out of his mouth. "I need an assistant." 


"What?" 


"An assistant. I've been thinking about getting one for a 
while, but never got around to interviewing anybody. I'm a 
party planner... you know, when someone is planning an 
event, they hire me to do all the work. | find the venue, hire 


the caterers, line up the entertainment, the whole shebang. 
My business has really picked up in the last year, and | need 
an assistant." 


"| don't have any experience--" 


"Sure you do! You work for Strip-O-Grams, right? You're used 
to dealing with people. That's really the only experience | 
need you to have. | can teach you everything else you'd 
need to know." 


"Why would you do this for me? What do you get out of it?" 
Chaos asked, suspicion clouding his beautiful dark eyes. 


"| get an assistant, which means a little more down time for 
me. Plus, | get to help out a friend." 


He thought for a moment, mentally juggling his bank 
accounts, then rattled off a number. 


Chaos shook his head sadly. "I appreciate the offer, but I just 
can't make it on that much. My rent is more than that a 
month." 


"You could move in here, with me." Crap! Had he really said 
that? In an instant, RJ realized he had indeed asked, and 
what's more, that he meant it. A roommate would ease 
some of the loneliness he'd been feeling, and he really liked 
Chaos. A lot. 


"Why? So you'd have me available whenever you wanted a 
blowjob?" 


RJ's jaw dropped, and he gasped. The thought had never 
crossed his mind, and he was shocked that Chaos had 
immediately assumed the worst of him. "Whoa, that was 
uncalled for. I'd never take advantage of you, Chaos. In case 


you didn't notice, this house has two bedrooms. I'd give you 
one, your own key, and the rent would be part of your 
salary. Look, Chaos, it was just an offer to help. You don't 
have to take it. Forget | said anything, okay?" He was gruff, 
but his feelings were hurt. How could Chaos think RJ would 
use him like that? It went against the very fiber of RJ's 
being. 


Chaos looked at him then, eyes unblinking, as if he were 
trying to see past RJ's eyes and into his mind to read his 
innermost thoughts. Eventually, he started to talk. What he 
said didn't surprise RJ at all. He'd figured as much already. 
"Since my mom died, everyone I've ever known has used 
me. My dad used me like a fucking punching bag to take out 
his anger and frustration; my friends use me for a place to 
crash or to borrow money. My bosses use me. The 
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for use me. My johns use me. It's just hard for me to accept 
that you wouldn't, but I believe you. 


You haven't asked for a damn thing from me so far. I'm 
really sorry." 


"It's okay. | understand." His feathers were still ruffled a bit, 
but he knew Chaos' apology was heartfelt. 


Chaos' expression was both hopeful and wary. "Let me think 
about it, okay?" 


"Sure. Let me know what you decide. I'm going to check on 
Paula. She's going to need a lot of support right now." 


"You're good at that," Chaos said. "Giving, | mean." 


RJ returned Chaos' smile, then went to see to his sister. 
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Steven did indeed try to press charges against RJ and Chaos 
for breaking and entering, as well as trespass and assault, 
but the judge threw them out of court. He ruled that RJ and 
Chaos believed Paula to be in danger, and that the ugly 
bruises and her testimony had proved they were right. 


Paula's charges against Steven stuck. He was arrested and 
charged with spousal abuse. Although he was only 
sentenced to community service -- a great injustice as far as 
RJ was concerned -- 


Paula was given a restraining order against him, and he was 
forced to resign his seat on the town council. 


In the couple of months following Steven's trial, Paula had 
found an apartment and moved out. 


She was doing well, had started divorce proceedings against 
Steven, and was working hard to put the entire incident 
behind her. RJ was thrilled that she was coping so well, and 
their relationship remained as close as ever. 


The only sour note in RJ's life was that Chaos was absent 
from it. They hadn't spoken since Steven's trial, and RJ 
missed him. There'd been a spark between them that he'd 
hoped would lead to something special. Chaos obviously 
had not felt the same way. 


It's my own damn fault. What was I thinking, making that 
offer? I'd only known the guy for a couple of weeks! God, | 
must've sounded so pathetic. He probably doesn't want 
anything to do with me anymore, and I don't blame him. | 
wouldn't want anything to do with me either, he thought 
morosely. 


At least, he thought that until Chaos called him one day out 
of the blue. 


"Hey, RJ." 

“Chaos? Wow, this is a surprise." 
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"Yeah, it's been a while. How's everything? How's Paula?" 


"Doing well. She moved into her own place a couple of 
weeks ago. How are things with you? 


Still working for Strip-O-Grams?" 


"No, | quit. | gave up the other stuff, too, in case you're 
wondering. I've been working nights at the Home 
Warehouse, and | signed up for a few courses over at the 
community college." 


"That's great!" 


"Yeah. | kept thinking about what you asked me -- if I'd give 
up the johns if | could. | mean, your offer was really nice, 
but... anyway, you put a bug in my brain. | realized that | 
didn't want that sort of life anymore, and you made me 
think that maybe I could make something of myself." He 
gave a short laugh. "After all, I'm getting older. | can't strip 
forever." 


RJ smiled, feeling his heartbeat rev up. "Are you kidding? 
You'll look fabulous when you're ninety. But | think it's great 
that you've gone back to school, Chaos! I'm really happy for 
you." 


"The thing is, I've been thinking about you a lot lately. You're 
different from anybody I've ever met before. You liked my 
body, but you wanted to talk to me, too. Nobody else ever 
did." 


"I won't deny that | enjoyed the sex, but only because you 
wanted to share it with me. What | really liked was your 
company, Chaos. Look, | guess | shouldn't have made that 
offer. | wasn't thinking... | just wanted to help. Don't hold it 
against me, okay?" 


Chaos chuckled. "That offer was the nicest thing anybody 
ever wanted to do for me, even if | didn't think it was the 
right thing for me to do at the time. | want... need to do this 
on my own, you know?" 


RJ bit back a sigh. "Yeah, | understand. I'm proud of you, 
Chaos." 


"It's Arthur. I've been going by my real name lately. Ain't 
that a hoot?" 


RJ laughed. "I think it's great, even if you don't look like an 
Arthur. It's going to take me a while to get used to it, 
though." 


"Yeah, me, too. People at work call me Arthur, and | look 
around to see who they're talking to." 


There was a short pause, then Chaos -- Arthur -- spoke 
again. "RJ, | really want to see you again. 


I've missed you, man." 


"Yeah? Me, too. How about dinner some night? When is good 
for you?" 


"Is now too soon?" 


RJ blinked as someone rang his front doorbell. He dropped 
the phone and strode through the living room. The door 
opened to show Chaos on the other side, grinning 
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jiggling his cell phone. 

"Well, hello," RJ said, smiling broadly. 
"You're not mad, are you?" 

"Oh, hell no! Come in, come in." 


"I was going to just call, but then | somehow found myself in 
my car, idling outside your house." 


RJ couldn't stop smiling. "I'm glad you came." 
"Yeah? Well, I'm glad | did, too. I've missed you." 


RJ wanted to kiss him so badly it was almost a physical 
ache, but he forced himself to hold back. 


He'd nearly frightened Chaos off once before by being too 
pushy, too presumptive. He might not be Einstein, but he 
wasn't a stupid man either. He wasn't going to make the 
Same mistake twice. 


"Me, too. Listen, let's start over, okay? We'll take it slow, see 
where this thing between us goes, all right?" 


“Fuck that. I've made myself wait too long to see you as it 
is," Chaos said, then pulled RJ into his arms and kissed him. 


RJ stiffened at first, but quickly fell into the kiss. It was 
Chaos' choice, after all, not his. He hadn't pushed for it, but 


now that it had been offered, he was going to grab hold with 
both hands and hang on tight. A good man was hard to find, 
and vice versa, and now that RJ had found one who was 
both, he wasn't about to let go. 
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Cops and Robby 
By Carol Lynne 


Chapter One 


With a smile on his face, Cole Caldwell began walking home 
after a great evening with friends. 


He loved his brother, but it was nice to have time to himself. 
It wasn't that Morgan didn't like Cole's friends, but rarely 
could his brother drop the cop persona enough to let loose, 
and Cole was all about letting loose. He might be a cop as 
well, but that didn't mean he didn't know how to leave work 
at the office and have fun occasionally. 


He grinned, thinking about Morgan, the big bad cop. Cole 
might give Morgan a hard time, but he loved that his brother 
was so passionate about the job. Although Cole enjoyed 
being a policeman, their jobs couldn't have been more 
different. While Morgan scoured the streets as a detective, 
Cole worked as a full-time policeman on duty at a local 
junior high school. There were some in the department who 
called his job glorified babysitting, but Cole didn't agree. 
Getting to kids before they started down the wrong path 
was incredibly rewarding to him. 


With his hands stuffed into the pockets of his black hoodie, 
Cole neared his condo, still floating on his good mood. A 
sound from the alley off to his left caught his attention. He 
thought it was an injured or hungry animal, but the more he 
heard, the more he realized it was a man moaning. 


His first thought was someone was getting lucky in the 
depths of the alley, but the sobbing that soon followed 
dispelled that belief immediately. 


Cole ventured into the alley, his hands fisted at his sides. 
"Hello?" 


The crying stopped and Cole waited for an answer. When 
none came, he headed for the row of trashcans. He spotted 
a form huddled against the grimy brick wall and knelt down. 
"Do you need some help?" 


The shadow huddled closer to the wall. "No." 


A glimpse of the battered face in front of him was all it took 
for Cole to slip into professional mode. He dealt with kids all 
the time and knew how to talk to them. 


"My name's Cole," he said in a gentle tone. "I realize you 
don't know me from Adam, but I'm offering to help you. If 
you stay out here in the open, you're a pretty easy target for 
others who might want to hurt you." 


He watched as the boy's head turned toward the direction 
Cole had come. 


"No, there's no one behind me," Cole soothed. "You're safe 
for now." 
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Trying to downplay his vocation, Cole opted to say, "I work 
in a school, so | Know | can help you if you'll just let me." 
Cole took a chance and held out his hand. "Let me get you 
cleaned up and some food in your belly. | promise | won't do 
anything you don't want me to." 


"No cops, no hospitals," the shadowed boy murmured. 


Cole grinned. Well, he couldn't rightly promise no cops, but 
he could promise not to contact the police department. "I 


promise | won't call the police, but | think | need to look at 
your injuries before promising anything on the hospital side 
of things." 


“Nothing's broken." 
Cole let loose a sigh of relief. "So, will you let me help you?" 


The injured boy eventually reached out and took Cole's 
hand. 


"What's your name?" Cole asked, helping the boy to his feet. 
"Robby." 


Cole could tell how unsteady Robby was on his feet. "Would 
it be okay if | wrapped my arm around your waist to help 
you walk to my condo?" He was met by silence for several 
long moments. "I promise I'm not going to hurt you." 


"Okay. ul 


It wasn't until Cole wrapped a tentative arm around Robby's 
waist that he felt the boy's naked skin. He wondered 
whether Robby had any clothes on at all. 


"Robby? I'm going to take off my sweatshirt and put it 
around you, is that okay?" 


"Yes, ul 


Cole quickly took off the hoodie and helped Robby into it. It 
was apparent as he tried to zip it that Robby was also nude 
from the waist down. Luckily the sweatshirt hit him just 
below the groin. 


After the first few steps Cole could see that Robby was in 
pain. He stopped. "Are you sure nothing's broken?" 


"I'm sure. Umm, it's, umm, he put stuff up me. It hurts to 
walk." 


Bile began to rise in Cole's throat. "You were raped." 
"| don't want to talk about it," Robby whispered. 
Hard for the Money - 87 


Taking Robby home instead of to the hospital or the nearest 
police station went against his training, but he'd made a 
promise. Unless Robby's injuries were life-threatening, Cole 
knew he couldn't go back on his word. The best he could 
hope for was convincing Robby to file a police report, but 
first he'd have to gain Robby's trust. 


"My place is about a block and a half away. Do you think you 
can make it?" 


"Yeah." Robby panted as he attempted to take another step. 


By the time they reached the sidewalk, Robby was once 
again in tears. 


"I'm sorry. | just can't stand this anymore," Cole said, 
scooping Robby into his arms. "Pull your shirt down as much 
as you can, and l'Il hurry." 


Cole was surprised when Robby didn't offer a protest and 
took it as a good sign. Although he was by no means as 
strong as his brother, Cole had plenty of strength in his six- 
foot, one hundred and ninety pound frame to carry Robby 
the short distance. He wasn't sure what the boy weighed, 
but Cole wouldn't guess over a hundred and twenty pounds. 
He had to balance Robby using his knee and one arm so he 
could reach into the pocket of his jeans to retrieve his keys. 


"Almost there," Cole said, unlocking the door. He was 
thankful the lobby was empty as he headed toward the 
elevator. The doors opened immediately and he stepped 
inside. Once the doors slid shut, Cole took his first good look 
at Robby. He noticed Robby wasn't a boy at all. He didn't 
think the guy was over twenty, but Robby was definitely not 
the sixteen-year-old Cole had suspected. 


Both Robby's eyes were bruised and swollen. There was also 
a large black and blue area on the right side of his face. It 
was easy to understand why Robby hadn't spoken much; 
both lips were cut and bleeding. 


Cole wasn't sure what other injuries Robby had sustained, 
but if the rest of his body was as bruised as his face, it 
would be at least a week before he was well enough to be 
on his own again. 


The thought of releasing the fragile man out into the world 
that had harmed him in the first place squeezed at Cole's 
heart. Don't get attached. 


The elevator opened and Cole carried Robby to the door of 
his condo. "Here we are. | told you it wasn't far." 


Robby eyed the door and the hallway warily. "Do you live 
alone?" 


Cole opened the door and shook his head. "I live with my 
brother, but he's at work." 


He held his breath, hoping Robby didn't ask any more 
questions about Morgan. Although he knew Morgan wouldn't 
hassle the injured man, Robby didn't know that. 
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Standing in his living room with Robby in his arms, Cole tried 
to figure out what to do next. The blood on the inside of 
Robby's thighs from groin to knees worried him at first, but 
Cole realized it wasn't fresh, so whatever damage had been 
done was already starting to heal. "Would you like to rest or 
can | fix you a bath? I'm sure you'd at least like to get some 
of the blood rinsed off." 


Robby looked up at Cole. Although Robby could barely open 
his eyes around the swelling, Cole could see they were a 
dark green. 


"Why are you doing this?" Robby asked. 


"Because you're letting me," Cole answered, carrying Robby 
into the bathroom. He stood Robby on his feet beside the 
sink. "Hold on and I'll get the bath started." 


"How old are you?" Cole asked, opening the shower curtain. 
"Twenty-two." 


Cole noticed Robby glance into the mirror and wince. He 
didn't blame him. Robby's face looked like it had gone ten 
rounds with a boxing heavyweight. Cole thought about 
putting some bath oil in the water, but quickly decided 
against it. He wasn't sure how much damage Robby's ass 
had incurred, but better safe than sorry. 


Turning back to Robby, Cole helped him take off the 
sweatshirt. Twenty-two seemed like a stretch, but Cole 
figured Robby had no reason to lie. He noticed Robby 
seemed to have no problem exposing his nude body to 
Cole's eyes. 


Early in his career, Cole had been a patrol officer. The things 
he'd witnessed in that position had started to sour him 


against mankind, so he went to work where he felt he could 
do the most good. 


He was almost positive he knew the reason for Robby's lack 
of modesty, and it made him feel even more protective. 


He helped Robby into the warm water before stepping back. 
"I'll let you soak for awhile, but then I'd like to get a closer 
look at some of your injuries." 


"No hospitals," Robby reminded him. 


"No, not unless absolutely necessary," Cole agreed. He 
handed Robby a washcloth from the shelf and closed the 
door, leaving it open about two inches. "Holler if you need 
me." 


Cole retreated to the master bedroom and shut the door. He 
dreaded calling Morgan, but knew he'd be in even bigger 
trouble if he didn't. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he picked 
up the phone and called his brother's cell. 


"Hey, babe," Morgan answered. 
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"No, but | wish I was. I've been on stakeout all evening. Did 
you have fun with Justin and Rick?" 


"Yeah, we had a great time." Cole fiddled with one of the 
bed's throw pillows. "I need to talk to you about something 
important, but | need your word that you won't go all coppy 
on me." 


"What did you do?" Morgan asked, his voice going even 
deeper than usual. 


"Well, | was walking home from Le Grands, and | kinda found 
a young guy who's been beaten up. | think maybe he's a sex 
worker and his customer did it to him." 


"Tell me you didn't bring him home," Morgan growled. 


Cole winced, biting his lower lip. "Would you rather I'd just 
left him in the alley to suffer?" 


"Cole, damn it, we've talked about this before. You can't 
keep bringing home strays." 


"I'm sorry, but | couldn't just leave him and he made me 
promise not to call the cops or take him to a hospital. What 
was | supposed to do?" 


Morgan gave Cole one of his famous I'm-pissed-but-l-love- 
you-anyway sighs. "I get off in two hours. We'll discuss the 
situation then." 


"| love you," Cole added before Morgan hung up. 
"Love you, too, even if you are a pain in the ass." 


Cole ended the call and set the phone on the nightstand. He 
went by the bathroom and knocked softly. "You doing okay?" 


"Yeah. ul 


"I'm going to make up the spare bed and fix you something 
to eat." 


After several heartbeats, Robby answered. "Thanks." 
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Robby leaned against the back of the tub and draped the 
warm washcloth over his face. What the hell was he going to 
do? With his face looking like it did, he knew he wouldn't be 
turning tricks anytime soon, and Vince wasn't the kind of 
pimp who'd give a shit about the why's of it. 


Robby knew it wouldn't even matter to Vince, even though 
Vince had been the one to set up the meeting with the john. 
Hell, if Robby knew Vince, the john had paid a premium to 
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any way he wanted. It would be just like Vince to agree to 
something like that. Shit, l'm so screwed. 


He'd known Vince to permanently damage boys if they 
disappointed him. So far, Robby had done his best to stay in 
the man's good graces, but this was definitely a setback in 
his earning potential . How was he supposed to pay his rent? 


After the dried blood on his face began to loosen with the 
help of the warm cloth, Robby gently washed his face. A 
noise from the kitchen reminded him where he was. What 
was Cole after? He knew it had to be something. People just 
didn't help other people without wanting something in 
return. 


If it was sex the guy was after, Robby knew he could help 
him out, but not until his body healed. 


It wouldn't be a hardship, that was for sure. Cole was 
gorgeous. With dark brown hair cut in a short but sexy style 
and those impossibly big brown eyes, Robby would do him 
for free any day of the week, but what if it was something 
more? 


Finished with his face, he reached between his legs. He 
started on his inner thighs and worked his way up slowly. 


Holding his breath, Robby tentatively covered his sore, 
abused hole. He didn't dare rub the cloth across the tender 
Skin, but instead just held it there. 


The sick fuck who'd done this to him should go to prison, but 
unfortunately running to the cops wasn't an option. He'd 
known there would be certain johns more dangerous than 
others, but he'd never imagined being beaten, tied up, and 
raped with ordinary household objects. 


The door opened and Cole stuck his head in the room, 
looking away from Robby. "Is it okay if | come in?" 


What've I got to lose? "Sure." 


Cole walked in and closed the lid on the toilet before sitting 
down. "How're you doing?" 


"Okay, | guess," Robby answered, still holding the washcloth 
to his asshole. 


"| made you a pot of soup and a sandwich if you're hungry." 
"Thanks." 


Cole gestured to Robby’s lower half. "Um, would you like me 
to take a look at that to make sure there's no serious 
damage?" 


Robby narrowed his eyes. He knew no straight man would 
offer to inspect his butt. Robby didn't know if the knowledge 
made him feel better or worse. "Do you have any kind of 
Salve? | think that's all it needs." 
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"Yeah | do, actually." Cole opened a small cupboard and 
brought out a thick blue towel. "Why don't we get you dried 
off? You can wear my robe until you've healed enough to put 
on clothes." 


Cole helped Robby out of the tub. Robby was surprised 
when Cole began tenderly drying him. 


Cole didn't look him in the eyes, as if he was trying his best 
to give Robby as much privacy as possible. 


The simple action warmed him. Had anyone ever given a 
shit how he felt about anything? 


Standing in front of Robby was a virtual stranger who was 
offering more respect than anyone in his young life ever 
had. Robby shook his head, trying to figure out if Cole was a 
one of a kind or if there were more people in the world like 
him. 


"You okay?" 
Robby nodded. "I'm not used to people being nice to me." 


Cole stared at him for several moments. Robby would have 
sworn he Saw tears in the dark brown depths of Cole's eyes. 


“That's a shame," Cole whispered. He turned and pulled a 
white bathrobe from the hook on the back of the door, 
replacing it with the towel in his hand. He shifted his feet 
from side to side, clearly nervous. 


"| hate to ask you to do this, but | think it'll be easier for me 
to apply the salve if you're on your hands and knees." 


Robby knew Cole was more embarrassed by the situation 
than he was. Shoving his ass in the air was an everyday 


occurrence. If he'd been embarrassed by such things, he'd 
still be living in the shelters. 


"Where do you want me?" he asked. 


"Umm, the bed in my old room?" Cole shook his head. "I'm 
sorry, really." 


Robby waved away Cole's concerns. "It's fine." 


The room wasn't what he'd expected at all. Although Cole 
had said it was his old room, it looked like it had never been 
occupied. Robby glanced at Cole, something niggling at the 
back of his mind. 


"Here, let me spread a towel out So we don't mess up the 
bedspread." Cole left Robby's side and returned with a clean 
towel. 


"We can just use this one if you don't want to dirty another," 
Robby said, taking the towel from around his waist and 
holding it up. 
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Cole quickly averted his eyes. "That's okay. Laundry is one 
of the household chores | actually enjoy." 


After draping the large towel over the bedspread, Cole 
stepped back. With slow, easy steps, Robby climbed on the 
queen-sized bed on his hands and knees. 


"Fuck," Cole spat, getting his first look at Robby's abused 
hole. 


"Is it bad?" Robby asked. 


“Looks bad, yeah, but it's still red and swollen. There's no 
way to tell how much actual damage has been done. Can 
you tell me where you have the most pain?" 


"What do you mean?" Robby asked, glancing over his 
shoulder. 


Robby's gaze met Cole's and he almost gasped. The 
unwavering concern in those dark brown depths floored him. 
He shifted uneasily on the mattress. 


"Well, since | can't see up inside, | wonder if the damage is 
contained to the skin on the outer surface or does it hurt 
farther up?" Cole asked, resting a hand on the small of 
Robby's back. 


Robby thought about the question. He knew the whisk 
could've done a lot of internal damage, but the damn thing 
had hurt worse going in than anything else. The rolling pin 
was thicker than most cocks, but he doubted that had 
caused him any injury. Robby systematically went through 
the other objects the john had used on him. 


"| don't hurt inside, so | think maybe just what you see." 


Cole looked uneasy. "Would you mind if | cleaned you up a 
little more before applying the salve?" 


Robby could no longer maintain eye contact. He turned to 
stare down at the paisley comforter and shook his head. "Do 
what you need to do." 


He heard Cole leave the room and closed his eyes. It felt like 
his world had been turned upside down within a matter of 
hours. He couldn't help but wonder what Cole thought of 
him. The guy seemed to genuinely care, but that didn't 
mean Cole would give a shit once he found out exactly what 


Robby did for a living. Maybe I shouldn't tell him? What if I 
lead him to believe I really am a victim? Would he let me 
stay long enough to figure out what to do next? 


"| brought you some pain relievers," Cole said when he 
returned, holding out three tablets and a glass of water. 


Robby wanted to ask for something stronger, but bit his 
tongue. "Thanks." 
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After taking the pills, he handed back the glass of water and 
prepared himself for the pain that was sure to come. Cole 
held the warm cloth against Robby’s ass for several 
moments before gently wiping away the blood. 


"It looks like you have two small fissures, but they should 
heal as long as we keep them medicated. I'll call Morgan 
and ask him to run by the all-night pharmacy. | think stool 
softeners would also help." 


"Okay. I'll do whatever you tell me." Just please don't make 
me leave yet. 


Cole dropped the washcloth to the floor and picked up the 
round tin of salve. "I'll be as gentle as possible." 


Robby had no doubt that Cole would take extra care not to 
hurt him. He felt the cold salve make contact with his sore 
flesh, but it wasn't until the medicine hit the most tortured 
site that he groaned in pain. "Burns." 


He felt warm air on his ass as Cole thoughtfully blew on the 
area to soothe the hurt. It was something he thought a 
mother would do. Not that he had any experience with 


nurturing mothers, but he'd seen stuff like that on television 
before. 


The burn began to turn into something more as Cole 
continued to blow. Unbelievably, Robby felt his cock begin to 
take notice. What the fuck? Embarrassed by his body's 
reaction, Robby glanced over his shoulder once again. 
"That's enough. It's not bad anymore, but thanks." 


Cole pulled back and stood upright. He had an odd 
expression on his face that Robby couldn't read. Cole helped 
Robby to his feet and draped the robe over his shoulders. 
When Cole turned around, Robby took the chance to inhale 
the smell of the white terrycloth. It smelled like Cole and 
something else that Robby couldn't identify. 


"Feel like eating?" Cole asked, heading out the bedroom 
door. 


"Yeah." He reached out and put his hand on Cole's shoulder. 
"| really do appreciate everything you're doing." 


Cole nodded but didn't turn to face him. "Don't thank me. 
I'm just trying to do the right thing." 
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Chapter Two 


Cole was sitting on the sofa when Morgan arrived home 
from work. He'd been sitting there berating himself for 
almost an hour, trying to figure out what the hell was going 
on with his libido. 


The protective instincts he'd felt for Robby were hard 
enough to deal with, but he couldn't get over his body's 
betrayal as he'd tried to administer first aid. To top it off, 
he'd gone into the bedroom and watched the man sleep for 
almost twenty minutes. 


Cole had been mesmerized by the handsome face he could 
detect under the bruised and swollen skin. It was obvious 
from the sexy little scar running from Robby's bottom lip 
almost to his chin that he'd been injured before. Had 
another john beaten him as well? 


"Hey," Morgan said, standing in front of him. 
Cole blinked and smiled up at his lover. "Hey." 


Morgan bent his six-foot-three frame until he was eye level 
with Cole. "| can see by your expression that we need to 
talk." 


Cole nodded, unsure what to say to his brother. 


"Let me get a beer first," Morgan said, tossing a pharmacy 
bag on the table. 


Cole watched his brother's broadly muscled back retreat to 
the kitchen. Although they weren't twins, he knew he looked 
a lot like Morgan. They had the same cleft in their chins, the 


same dark hair coloring, and the same eyes, but their body 
types were vastly different. Where Cole was what he'd 
consider long and leanly muscled, Morgan was wide and 
built like a brick shithouse. 


He felt a stirring in his sweats. Just thinking about that 
muscled body made him hot. Cole rubbed his cock through 
his pants. It was the third time that evening he'd been hard. 
The thought brought back the shame he'd felt earlier. 


Morgan came back into the room, his tie off and shirt 
unbuttoned. Taking a seat next to Cole, Morgan took a swig 
of his beer. "So where's your patient?" 


"In the guestroom. | got him cleaned up, fed, and put to 
bed," Cole explained, running a finger from Morgan's neck 
down between his sculpted pecs. 


Morgan captured Cole's hand and brought it to his mouth for 
a tender kiss. "So what's wrong?" 


"Nothing," Cole said, stalling. 


"Bullshit. | Know you like | know myself. Start talking." 
Morgan took another drink and settled Cole more firmly 
against his side. 
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Wrapping his arms around Morgan's waist, Cole rested his 
head on his brother's shoulder. "I don't know what to say. 
Since we were old enough to jack off you've been the only 
person | ever wanted, but..." 


"You telling me you're attracted to the stray you brought 
home?" Morgan groused, his muscles stiffening. 


"He's not a stray." Cole defended Robby. He shook his head, 
trying to understand his own feelings. "There's something 
about him that I can't explain. | don't know, he just seems 
so lost, fragile almost." 


"So help him if that's what you want. | may not like it, but | 
can't very well tell you what to do." 


Cole squeezed his eyes shut. He didn't dare tell Morgan he 
wanted the injured man. Never in their years together had 
either of them taken another lover. Cole couldn't believe he 
was even thinking of Robby in a sexual way, especially 
because of what the man did for a living. 


Instead of digging himself deeper into a hole, Cole swung 
his leg over and straddled Morgan's lap. Looking into the 
face so much like his own, his heart melted. He may not 
have told Morgan he found Robby attractive, but it was 
obvious by the look in his brother's eyes that Morgan 
already knew. 


"| love you," Cole whispered before leaning in for a deep 
kiss. 


Morgan's arms wrapped tightly around Cole as he kissed 
him back, sweeping his tongue into the depths of Cole's 
mouth. "I love you, too." 


A soft gasp from behind him took Cole's attention away from 
his lover. Robby stood in the doorway, the robe tied securely 
around his waist, his hand over his mouth. 


"I'm sorry. | thought | heard voices," Robby began to 
apologize. 


Cole slipped off Morgan's lap and stood. "It's okay. I'd like 
you to meet Morgan." 


He knew the moment the name registered with Robby. Cole 
and Morgan had spent their entire adult lives hiding their 
true relationship from all but a few close friends. They both 
knew their love was not only unconventional but socially 
taboo in the extreme. Strangely, though, Cole wasn't afraid 
to let Robby in on their family secret. 


"I'm sorry. | guess | should've mentioned Morgan and | are 
also lovers." 


Robby shook his head. "Don't apologize. Of all people, I'm 
not in the position to pass judgment on anyone else's 
lifestyle." 
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Cole smiled and walked toward Robby. "I wasn't exactly 
apologizing for loving my brother, more so for not telling 
you." 


He took Robby's hand and led him back to the couch where 
Morgan still sat open-mouthed. 


“Morgan, I'd like you to meet Robby... do you have a last 
name?" 


Robby cleared his throat and reached a hand out to Morgan. 
"Miller." 


Morgan took Robby's hand, but stared at Cole instead. The 
expression on Morgan's face confirmed Cole's earlier 
thoughts. Yep, his brother knew he was sexually attracted to 
Robby. The two men seemed to shake for several moments 
longer than necessary. Cole could tell Morgan was trying to 
size up his competition, which was just plain stupid. 


"Did you need something?" Cole asked, trying to break the 
spell between the two men. 


Robby dropped his hand. "I thought I'd get another drink of 
water." 


Cole's gaze dropped to the pharmacy bag. He really did 
need to put some of the medicated cream on Robby, but it 
suddenly felt wrong to offer. 


"I'll get you a glass. You should probably take one of the 
stool softeners Morgan picked up as well." 


“Thanks. I'll, um, go back to bed," Robby said, shifting from 
foot to foot. 


Cole wasn't sure if his relationship with Morgan had made 
Robby uncomfortable or if Morgan's probing glare had done 
that, but he once again felt the need to soothe. "Yeah, go 
ahead and get back in bed. I'll bring the water and the pill." 


Robby nodded and shuffled out of the room. Cole picked up 
the bag and headed toward the kitchen. He filled a glass 
with water and opened the sack. He groaned as he pulled 
out one of the boxes. 


A hard body pressed against him from behind, and Cole felt 
Morgan's lips on his neck. Cole tilted his head to the side 
and stared at the box of suppositories. 


"| thought those would help, but now I'm not so sure," 
Morgan grumbled. 


"I'm sorry," Cole whispered, feeling the need to apologize to 
his lover for his lusty thoughts. 


Morgan's arms embraced him. "Don't. Let's just sleep on it. 
Maybe things will look different in the light of day." 


God, he hoped so. The last thing in the world Cole wanted 
was to hurt Morgan in any way. 
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Morgan studied Cole's sexy ass as he rushed around getting 
ready for work. Morgan hated the thought of being alone all 
day with their houseguest, but knew it couldn't be helped. It 
had taken him hours to fall asleep after they'd finally 
tumbled into bed the previous night. He'd always been the 
kind of man who couldn't sleep until his world was put to 
rights. 


"Oh, you're awake," Cole said, stopping beside the king- 
sized bed. 


"Just barely," Morgan mumbled in his deep, gravelly 
morning voice. He opened his arms and waited for his love 
to join him. 


Cole glanced at the clock and grinned. "I only have fifteen 
minutes before | have to leave. If you occupy all my time, 
you'll have to fix Robby breakfast." 


"It'll be worth it. Come here." 
Cole dropped down on top of him. 
"Oof," Morgan groaned. "Are you gaining weight?" 


"No. You're just getting old," Cole teased, giving Morgan a 
morning kiss. 


Morgan knew they needed to talk about Robby, but he 
wanted a few minutes with his lover all to himself first. It 
suddenly dawned on him that Cole wasn't wearing his 
uniform. "What gives?" 


"Hmmm?" Cole continued to lick and kiss Morgan's face and 
neck. 


"Why are you in civilian clothing?" 


Cole rose up and looked down at Morgan. "I'm gonna 
change once | get to school. | didn't want to freak Robby out 
in case he saw me before | left." 


Morgan sighed. "As nice as you've been to him, | doubt he'd 
freak out like you seem to think." 


Cole shrugged. "I'll tell him. Eventually. But first | want him 
to get to know us better." 


Morgan felt a tightening in his chest at the comment. He'd 
come to terms for the most part with his brother's attraction 
to the other man, but it still hurt. "If you have to hide who 
you really are from Robby, it won't work anyway." 


"Being a cop isn't who | really am. | was honest about the 
most important thing in my life." Cole ran his tongue over 
Morgan's lips before pushing inside for a hot kiss. "He knows 
| love you. 


That's the most important thing to me." 
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Morgan ran his hand through his short hair. "I don't want to 
see you get hurt. Robby seems like a nice enough guy, and 


yeah, he's hot as fuck despite the bruises, but he's a 
prostitute, baby. Hell, you don't know anything about him." 


Cole started to protest, but Morgan silenced him with 
another kiss. "I'm just afraid that road leads to nothing but 
trouble, that's all." 


"But you didn't see him when | was helping to clean him up, 
Morgan. He was so grateful and yet sad at the same time. | 
don't think he's ever had anyone willing to show him some 

tenderness. I'm telling you, it broke my heart." 


Cole pulled away and sat on the side of the bed. "Where 
would we be if Aunt Sandy hadn't taken us in when Mom 
and Dad were killed? And not only did we have her, we had 
each other. | get the feeling that's not the case with Robby." 


"And you know all this from being with him for one evening? 
| didn't take Robby as much of a talker." 


Cole shook his head. "He's not, but he kept thanking me, 
and then he said he wasn't used to people being nice to 
him. | could see the truth in his eyes." 


Running a hand over Cole's back, Morgan broached a 
sensitive topic. "Does this have anything to do with what 
happened to you?" 


Cole's back stiffened. "I don't know. Probably. But that's not 
why I'm strangely attracted to him. 


Hell, | can't explain it, it's just there." 


Morgan wasn't sure if he was truly warming to Robby, or if 
the conviction in Cole's voice was beginning to sway him, 
but he finally grinned and pulled his brother in for another 
kiss. "Let's agree to see how things go before we start 


getting ahead of ourselves. For all we know, Robby may not 
be willing to give up his job for a couple of perverts like us." 


As soon as he said it, Morgan wished he could take it back. 
The normally cheerful man at his side went sullen before his 
eyes. "Hey, don't get all sad on me. | was trying to be funny. 
I'm sorry. | shouldn't have said it." 


Cole nodded, but refused to look at him. "I know you were 
kidding. I've just heard enough of that particular word to last 
a lifetime." 


"I Know you have, babe. I'm sorry." God, Morgan felt terrible. 


"Okay. Well I'd better get out of here or I'm gonna be late for 
school," Cole said with a half-grin. 


Morgan could tell it was forced, but it was good enough for 
now. 


"I'll take care of your patient until you get home," Morgan 
offered. 
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"Thanks." Cole stood and straightened his clothes before 
retrieving the garment bag from the closet. 


With one last quick kiss, Cole was out the door and Morgan 
was left feeling like shit. He couldn't believe he'd called their 
love perverted. 


The night after their parents had been killed, a scared and 
crying eleven-year-old Cole had climbed into Morgan’s bed 
seeking comfort. Being almost four years older, Morgan had 
been more than happy to offer his brother what little 
reassurance he could. The two of them had continued to 


sleep together, despite the snide comments from friends 
and other family members who knew the brothers still slept 
in the same bed. 


Aunt Sandy never had had a problem with their sleeping 
arrangements. She'd asked Morgan if anything sexual was 
going on between the two of them, and he had quickly put 
her mind at ease. 


It had been the truth. Although they had shared the 
occasional side-by-side wank, Morgan had never touched his 
brother in a sexual way. 


That had happened much later, after he'd graduated from 
the police academy. 


Once Morgan had started working, he rented a small 
apartment and moved his seventeen-year-old brother in 
with him. Aunt Sandy hadn't put up too much of a fuss. She 
was getting older and had been looking forward to 
retirement and the dream of moving somewhere warm. 


With a lot of browbeating, Morgan had managed to get Cole 
through the rest of high school. 


During those years, he usually worked night patrol, so Cole 
had been left on his own. Morgan hadn't told anyone, but he 
preferred the shift because it had given him a good excuse 
to break the unusual sleeping habit he shared with Cole. 


It wasn't that he hadn't loved having Cole in his arms, but 
his feelings for his brother had begun to change over the 
years. How many times had he woken in the middle of the 
night grinding his hard cock against Cole's ass? It had 
scared Morgan enough to find excuses why he couldn't be 
home at night. 


He had known Cole had taken the nightly separation hard, 
but Morgan hadn't realized how hard until he had come 
home from work one morning to find Cole a bloody mess on 
their bed. 


Morgan had panicked. Although he hadn't been on the force 
for long, he'd seen enough to know he needed to get Cole to 
a hospital. 


Cole, of course, had tried to protest, but Morgan had known 
it was out of embarrassment more than anything. He'd 
scooped Cole into his arms, thrown a blanket over Cole’s 
nude body, and had taken him to the nearest emergency 
room. 


The guilt he had experienced when the doctor confirmed 
Morgan's suspicion that Cole had been raped gutted him. He 
had tried to get Cole involved in finding the rapist, but his 
brother had wanted nothing to do with it. 
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In an act of desperation, Morgan had confronted Cole about 
his unwillingness to catch the man responsible. Cole had 
broken down and told Morgan he couldn't punish the man 
who'd raped him because it had been his fault. Cole had 
gone on to tell Morgan he was in love with Morgan and had 
gone out to find someone to replace him in his bed. The 
man he'd brought home had gotten rough when Cole tried 
to back out after things got started. In a crying confession, 
Cole had said he'd realized he didn't want anyone but 
Morgan. 


The two of them had held each other the rest of the night. 
Morgan had done his fair share of crying. He had several 
confessions of his own, and he disclosed them all. He'd told 


Cole why he'd taken the night shift, and that he'd been 
ashamed of his feelings for years. 


Morgan didn't even remember who'd initiated it, but after 
making love to Cole for the first time, he had known he'd 
never want another. 


The sound of the toilet flushing brought Morgan back to the 
present. The man in the bathroom threatened to tear his 
entire world apart, but he'd promised Cole to give Robby a 
chance. 


He decided to try and get Robby to open up to him. Maybe if 
he learned more about him, he could solve the problem at 
hand sooner rather than later. 


Slipping on a pair of sweats, Morgan went to the bathroom 
before venturing out to the kitchen. 


With no sign of Robby, he started a pot of coffee and 
searched the fridge for something to make for breakfast. 


He slapped some bacon in a skillet and filled two cups with 
coffee. Setting them on the table, he walked to the 
guestroom door and lightly knocked. "Robby? You awake?" 


"Yeah." 
"I've got breakfast on the stove." 
"M not hungry," came the mumbled reply. 


Concerned, Morgan opened the door enough to check on 
their guest. "Is everything okay?" 


Robby turned his head away from the door, but before he 
did, Morgan saw the effects of the previous evening's 


attack. It was obvious Robby had seen his bruised and 
swollen face in the bathroom mirror when he'd gone there 
earlier. 


Walking farther into the room, Morgan sat on the side of the 
bed. "It'll take some time, but you'll heal." 


"Maybe," Robby murmured. "But what do I do in the 
meantime?" 


The anguish in Robby's voice prompted an immediate 
response from Morgan. "You're more than welcome to stay 
here until you're back to your old self." 
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"Vince? Is he your pimp or your boyfriend?" Morgan asked, 
cop persona slipping through. 


Robby chuckled. "Don't let Vince hear you call him a pimp. 
He considers himself a broker. 


Guess he thinks it sounds more dignified." 
"Do you know Vince's last name?" Morgan asked. 
Robby turned to study Morgan. "Why do you want to know?" 


Shit. "Just thought maybe | could call him and tell him you're 
safe, but you'll need some time to heal." 


Robby reached out and touched Morgan's hand. "You're as 
naïve as your brother. If Vince finds out | won't be making 
him money, he'll cut me loose. Only he doesn't always do it 
in a nice way." 


Robby's eyes filled with tears. "Everything I've worked for 
will be taken from me. Vince owns the apartment | live in. 
He charges me a fraction of what it would actually cost in 
exchange for a larger percentage..." He shook his head. 
“Doesn't matter. Within twenty-four hours | won't have 
anything to go back to anyway. He'll have stripped my home 
clean and moved someone else in to take my place." 


"Wow. Sounds like a great guy to work for." 


Robby shrugged and curled in on himself. "Vince's better 
than most. He usually gets me traveling gigs with rich old 
guys. Last night's job was a favor for a friend of his." Tears 
returned to his eyes. "I should've known better." 


When Robby's tears began flowing more freely, Morgan 
automatically tried to offer comfort. He pulled Robby into his 
arms and began rocking him back and forth, whispering 
soothing words. 


"We'll figure it out. Vince never needs to know you're here. 
You're safe with me and Cole." 


Robby burrowed against Morgan's chest like a newborn 
kitten clinging to its mother. "Would you take me to my 
apartment before Vince knows I'm gone? I'd like to at least 
get my clothes and stuff before he gives them to the next 


guy. ul 


Once again Morgan slipped into cop mode. "What happens if 
Vince is there waiting? What'll he do?" 


Robby laughed. "Take one look at me and tell me it's my 
problem, not his. He'd do a hell of a lot worse if | went alone, 
which is why | asked. You don't have to. You and Cole've 
done enough already." 
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"I won't take you to a place where you'll be in danger, but if 
you give me the key and address | can get your things." 


Robby shook his head. "I can't let you do that. If Vince is 
there | don't know what he'll do, and | won't take the chance 
he'll hurt you." 


Morgan placed a kiss on the top of Robby's head, the black 
curls tickling his nose. "I can protect myself. No need to 
worry about that." 
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Chapter Three 


Morgan looked again at the paper in his hand. "This is where 
you live?" 


Robby nodded, finishing his eggs. The bacon had gotten a 
little crispy as Morgan had done his best to comfort Robby, 
but they'd both gagged it down anyway. "No wonder you're 
so upset. The St. Regis is the swankiest building downtown." 


Robby finished his milk and set his glass aside. "Living there 
comes with a higher price tag than I realized when | agreed 
to the arrangement. In Vince's world, if he does you a favor, 
you owe him your life and your ass." 


Morgan didn't even know Vince, but the thought of 
essentially being owned by the guy didn't sit well. He 
studied the list in his hand. "So, clothes, the two paintings in 
the living room, and the sculpture in the bedroom. That's 
it?" 


"Yeah, except the thing in the bedroom isn't really a 
sculpture, more like a ceramic statue of The Thinker that | 
ran across and fell in love with. If Vince is there and he lets 
you take nothing else, make sure you get that." Robby's 
tongue peeked out to run across one of the scabbed-over 
cuts on his lip. "You don't have to do this." 


Morgan held up his hand. "I know, but I'm not about to let 
you go back there." 


He carried the dirty dishes to the sink. "I'll leave now. 
Hopefully, the earlier | get there, the less likely | am to run 
into Vince." 


Robby stood, clearly uncomfortable with Morgan leaving. "I 
don't know why you and Cole are being so nice to me, but 
thank you." 


Morgan cupped Robby's bruised cheek in his hand. After 
spending the morning with Robby, Morgan understood 
Cole's desire to protect him. He placed a kiss on Robby's 
bruised cheek. 


"We'll work it out, don't you worry about a thing." 


Robby's eyes were closed when Morgan pulled away. God, 
the man's starved for affection. "| should be back in a 
couple hours. | laid a pair of Cole's sweats out on the bed if 
you want to put 


‘em on. If it's painful, don't worry about it." 


"Don't forget the list," Robby reminded him, holding the 
paper towards him. 


Morgan grinned and shook his head. "Don't need it. Once | 
read something, | tend to remember it." 


"Okay. I'll call the doorman and tell him to give you my 
Spare set of keys." 


"You might also mention that I'm picking up some of your 
stuff. The last thing either of us wants is for a nosy neighbor 
to call the police." 
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Robby visibly shuddered. "Yeah, no cops." 
As soon as he got into his car, Morgan called Cole. 


"Hey," Cole answered. 


"Hey, babe. I'm on my way over to Robby's apartment to 
pick up his things." 


Cole gasped. "Does that mean you're moving him in with 
us?" 


Was he? "No. | told him he could stay until he healed. He's 
afraid his pimp'll give all his stuff away." Morgan went on to 
tell his brother everything he'd learned over breakfast. 


Cole whistled. "Sounds like he's a high-priced boy toy. He 
must be damn good." 


Although the comment should've stung, Morgan's cock 
stirred. He'd thought the exact same thing a time or two 
that morning. "Put your dick back in your pants. Even if he is 
interested, Robby won't be able to do much of anything for 
quite awhile." 


"No shit, Sherlock. | was just making an observation." 


"Mmmhmm, sure you were. Anyway, I'm pulling up outside 
his apartment now. I'm going to call in to the station and see 
if I'm on surveillance again. If not, | may take a vacation 
day." 


"Ooh, that sounds good. I'll go by and pick up a movie and 
something for dinner on my way home." 


"Okay, babe. See you then." Morgan hung up and slipped 
the phone into his pocket. He strode up to the glass double 
doors and waited for the doorman to open them. 


"Hi, I'm Morgan. Robby Miller from 1014 was supposed to 
call." 


"Yes, sir." The doorman handed Morgan the key. "Please tell 
Mr. Miller | hope he recovers soon." 


Morgan was a bit taken aback that Robby had confided even 
that much in the doorman. "I will. 


Thank you." 


On the elevator ride up to the tenth floor, Morgan pulled his 
badge out of his pocket and hung it around his neck from its 
permanently affixed chain. The doorman hadn't mentioned 
Vince being in Robby's apartment, but Morgan had a strong 
feeling he'd meet the piece of slime before the day was 
done. 
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He reached 1014 and unlocked the door. Standing in the 
entry, he couldn't believe his eyes. The apartment was 
breathtaking, with skyline views along the entire back wall. 
It put his condo to shame. 


Morgan shrugged. At least | didn't have to trade my ass for 
it. AS soon as the words popped into his head, he felt like 
shit. Judging Robby was the last thing he should be doing. 
After only a few hours with the man, Morgan knew 
instinctively that Robby was a good person. He didn't know 
the circumstances surrounding Robby's career, but he'd bet 
it wasn't through choice. 


He spotted one of the original oil paintings immediately. 
"Magnificent," he whispered, staring at the nude portrait of 
Robby. Lifting the painting from its hook, Morgan couldn't 
help but stare at the raw beauty of the body on full artistic 
display. Every muscle, vein, and shadow came together to 
take his breath away. 


Morgan felt his body respond to the canvas and shook his 
head. "Get a hold of yourself, man." 


Setting the portrait in the entry, his eyes scanned the large, 
open room, settling on a twenty by twenty canvas 
completely different from the portrait of Robby. In this one, a 
white clapboard house with peeling paint stood in stark 
relief against the autumn foliage of its surroundings. On the 
broken and slanted front steps sat a small, black-haired boy 
with his dog. 


Where the first portrait stirred his body, this particular 
canvas Stirred his soul. Stepping closer, Morgan ran his 
fingers over the sad faced boy. "This is you, isn't it, Robby?" 


Tears filled his eyes as he inspected the painting more 
thoroughly. The house looked completely abandoned, with 
cardboard where several window panes should be and a 
ripped screen door. 


Morgan wondered who lived there with Robby and his dog. 


Lifting the painting from the wall, Morgan came face to face 
with Robby's sullen image. "Fuck," 


he whispered. 


What he thought were shadows were in fact bruises, which 
marred the otherwise flawless skin. 


Why would someone want to capture such a sad memory? 


Morgan carried the portrait with a heavy heart. In his mind, 
it didn't matter what else he got out of the apartment as 
long as the two pictures remained safely in Robby's 
possession. He remembered Robby telling him to make sure 
he got the ceramic statue from the bedroom. 


Standing in front of the door with the paintings, Morgan 
warred with himself. He finally set the portraits down and 
hurried into the bedroom. The statue wasn't hard to find; it 
sat prominently on the dresser. He tucked it under his arm 
and headed for the front door. Balancing all three items, he 
managed to push the elevator button and step inside when 
the doors opened. 


When the doors slid open in the lobby, an older, 
distinguished-looking man was waiting. 


"Excuse me," Morgan said, trying to get around the man. 
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The man started to step to the side but stopped when he 
realized what Morgan was carrying. 


"What are you doing with that stuff?" 


The question took Morgan by surprise. Vince? The guy 
looked like a fucking banker, not a pimp. 


He stepped out of the elevator and set the items on the 
floor carefully. Holding up his badge, he narrowed his eyes 
at the gray-haired man. 


"Robby asked me to stop by and pick up his things. He won't 
be back." 


Vince's eyes studied the badge around Morgan's neck. 
"Where is Robby? I was just coming to check on him." 


Dropping the badge, Morgan grabbed the front of Vince's 
tailored shirt and shoved him against the closed elevator 
doors. "Listen, you piece of shit. I'd enjoy nothing more than 
to arrest your ass, but Robby's refusing to press charges. 


Now, I'm going to take these items to my car and go up and 
get the rest of his things. If you attempt to stop me in any 
way, I'll arrest you, regardless of what Robby wants. Got 
me?" 


Vince smiled. "Just try it and see how far you get, Detective. 
| haven't survived in this business for over twenty years by 
being stupid." 


Morgan released his grip on Vince's shirt and bent to pick up 
Robby's things. "I'll be back in less than five minutes. Make 
sure | don't see your smarmy face." 


Vince was attempting to press the wrinkles from his 
designer shirt when Morgan turned and walked away. The 
guy was definitely smooth, Morgan had to give him that. It 
appeared Morgan needed to do a little investigating into 
Vince and who he really was. 


KKK 


"I can't believe he let you just waltz in and carry out all my 
stuff," Robby said, shaking his head. 


"| told you I could take care of myself," Morgan replied, 
feeling like shit for lying. He set the last suitcase down and 
gestured to the sofa. 


Morgan wanted nothing more than to pull Robby into his 
arms. If he'd been on the fence earlier in the day about 
whether or not to take his and Cole's attraction to the next 
level, seeing the painting of the boy clinched his need to get 
to know Robby better. 


Robby sat down and Morgan joined him. "Can I ask you a 
question?" 


Dressed in the loose pair of sweats Morgan had left out for 
him, Robby nodded. "Probably." 
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He's still leery of me. The last thing Morgan wanted was to 
frighten Robby away, but he needed some answers. 
Morgan's fingers itched to run down the smooth expanse of 
Robby's chest. 


Instead, he reached over and threaded his fingers through 
Robby's. 


"The portraits that you asked me to pick up? Did you paint 
them?" 


Robby's gaze fell to their joined hands. "Yes. Those were the 
only two pieces | managed to finish before | had to drop out 
of art school." 


"You went to art school?" Morgan smiled. So at least at some 
point in his young life, Robby had thought of doing 
something different than selling himself to the highest 
bidder. 


Robby glanced up at Morgan through impossibly long black 
lashes. God, the man was beautiful. 


Morgan knew he could get completely lost in those dark 
green eyes. A pretty pink tongue snaked out of Robby's 
mouth to run across his split lip. 


"Vince used my desire to go to art school to get me to work 
for him. But after only about five weeks, he started sending 
me out on these long jobs. | kept missing classes until | 
finally just gave up." 


A tear slowly made its way down Robby's cheek. "I'm sure 
you must think I'm a huge fucking loser for what | am, but | 
thought | could work my way out of it with my art. Stupid 
dream, but it was the only one | had." 


Morgan's arm slid around Robby's waist, pulling him closer. 
He wiped the tear away with the pad of his thumb and 
shook his head. "I don't think you're a loser. Cole and | know 
all too well how life can turn upside down on a dime." He 
rubbed his lips across Robby's forehead. "Your paintings 
took my breath away." 


Robby's face seemed to nuzzle itself against Morgan's, 
seeking further contact. "You liked them?" 


Threading his fingers through Robby's black curls, Morgan 
held him by the back of the neck as he placed a gentle kiss 
on Robby's swollen lips. Robby moaned as he began to 
tease Morgan's mouth with his tongue. Knowing the passion 
between them could get out of hand quickly, Morgan pulled 
back. 


"You're not ready for this," he sighed. 


Robby shook his head. "I'm beyond ready. I've actually never 
felt like this from a simple kiss." 


Morgan gave in to temptation and ran a hand down Robby's 
hairless chest to the soft area just below Robby's belly 
button. "You were raped. That's a pretty heavy thing to deal 
with. It'll take time for you to come to terms with what 
happened to you." 
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Robby snorted, trapping Morgan's hand and holding it 
against his stomach. "I know you mean well, but in my line 


of work, being forcefully fucked by someone you don't want 
is a monthly occurrence. | learned long ago not to take it 
personally. Granted, most of the men who are into that sort 
of thing don't use kitchen utensils to fuck me, but I'm not 
screwed up in the head over it." 


"What? That's what they used?" Morgan shook his head. 
“How can you not be fucked up after something like that?" 


Robby shrugged. "Fucked up? No. Scared straight? Oh, yeah. 
| don't care if | have to beg for money on the streets. | won't 
go back to that life." 


That was the best news Morgan had heard all day. He gently 
lifted Robby into his lap. "No need to beg on the streets. | 
know my relationship with Cole is unorthodox, but you're 
more than welcome to stay with us as long as you want to." 


Robby started to snuggle against Morgan's chest but 
stopped himself. Gazing at Morgan, Robby's eyes narrowed. 
"In exchange for what?" 


The question didn't surprise Morgan. He doubted anyone 
had ever done anything for Robby because they actually 
liked him. Instead of being offended, Morgan shrugged. "I 
don't know, you can help keep the place clean, cook dinner 
when it's your turn, stuff like that." Morgan rubbed his nose 
across Robby's. "That's all we expect from you. If more 
happens between the three of us, it's because we all want it, 
not as a way of paying us back. Got it?" 


Robby studied Morgan for a few moments before molding 
himself against Morgan's chest. 


"Okay. Thanks." 


Morgan ran his hands over Robby's bare back. "You're 
welcome." 


KKK 


Unlocking the door, Cole stepped into the house and stared 
at the scene on the sofa. Morgan put his finger to his mouth 
in the universal sign for 'be quiet.' Cole turned and relocked 
the door before carrying the sacks of food to the kitchen. 


He wondered what had gone on while he'd been at work. 
With Robby asleep in Morgan's arms, he knew it had to be 
something pretty major. Morgan never let anyone besides 
Cole that close to him, not even Aunt Sandy. As a matter of 
fact, Cole bet he could count on one hand the number of 
people who'd even hugged his brother. 


Pulling the DVD out of his jacket pocket, Cole wandered 
back into the living room and took a seat on the sofa next to 
Morgan. "What happened?" 


Morgan absently kissed the top of Robby's head. "I'll tell ya 
later, first go into the guestroom and look at Robby's 
paintings. | think that might explain a lot." 
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Confused, Cole leaned in for a quick, but deep, kiss. "Be 
right back." 


He stood and looked at the suitcases littering the living 
room floor. "Should | take these with me?" 


Morgan nodded. "Yeah. | think Robby'll be here awhile." 


Grinning, Cole picked up three of the bags and carried them 
into the guestroom. Setting them in front of the closet, he 


turned to study the pictures propped against the bed. His 
first reaction was to fall back on his ass in front of them. 


While the nude showed Robby's artistic talent, the other one 
showed his pain. "Wow." 


The longer he studied the portraits, the deeper his feelings 
for Robby became. He now understood Morgan's sudden 
change of heart. The desperate grasp the boy had on the 
black, mixed-breed dog almost made him cry. / wonder what 
happened to the dog? He already knew what had become of 
Robby. 


Cole wasn't sure how long he sat there, but he eventually 
stood and rejoined Morgan and Robby on the couch. He 
nodded his head at the question in Morgan's eyes. "I get it." 


Morgan placed another kiss on Robby's head. "Sweetheart? 
Cole brought dinner home. Are you hungry?" 


Witnessing the tender way Morgan tried to wake Robby 
made Cole fall in love with his brother all over again. It 
reminded him of the way Morgan had been with him when 
he was younger. 


Although Morgan was still an incredibly sweet and 
thoughtful lover, Cole didn't often need to be coddled 
anymore. It seemed his brother missed having someone to 
take care of. 


He watched as Robby's eyes squeezed shut even tighter 
before he rubbed his sleepy face against the front of 
Morgan's shirt. The wince as his bruises rubbed against the 
cotton fabric seemed to further wake Robby. 


His long lashes flittered several times before opening. Cole 
was the first person Robby saw, and he smiled. 


"How was work?" Robby asked. 


“Boring as usual." Cole didn't want to discuss his job. 
Hopefully Robby would drop the subject. 


"| brought some pork tenderloins home from Chubby's. You 
interested?" 


Robby sat up and stared at the spot of drool on the front of 
Morgan's shirt. He wiped at the wet stain. "Sorry." 


Morgan chuckled. "Small price to pay." 
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Cole watched as Morgan's hand started to swing towards 
Robby's ass, but stopped just before reaching its intended 
target. Cole laughed. Morgan was an ass man, and he loved 
to smack Cole when he wanted to make a point. 


"Ready to eat?" Morgan asked, hand cupping Robby's slim 
hip. 


Robby nodded and slowly climbed off Morgan's lap. Seeing 
that wince again, Cole gritted his teeth. 


"Still hurts?" he asked. 


"Only when | move," Robby replied. He looked at Cole and 
winked. "Maybe you could put some more of that salve on 
me after dinner." 


Cole's cock went hard immediately. "If you want me to. 
Although Morgan picked up some better stuff." 


Robby turned to brush his hand against Morgan's. "Thanks." 


The sexual tension in the room was thick enough to cut with 
a knife. Cole had to keep reminding himself that Robby was 
in no condition to follow through with his flirting. He 
watched as Morgan led Robby by the hand into the kitchen. 
Cole recognized his old sweats on Robby's tiny frame. The 
soft material was faded and torn in a few places, but the 
damn things had never looked better. They rode so low on 
Robby's hips, the top of Robby's crack was visible. 


Cole licked his lips and followed closely. He wished he could 
have something else for dinner, but resigned himself to the 
best sandwiches in the city. 
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By the time Cole applied the medicine to Robby's sore ass, 
he was harder than he could remember being in a long time. 
Although both he and Morgan had touched, petted, and 
soothed Robby during the movie, their consciences wouldn't 
let them go any further. 


Cole quickly stripped out of his clothes and was spread- 
eagle on the bed when Morgan got out of the shower. 


"Get Robby taken care of?" Morgan asked with a grin. 
Slowly jacking his cock, Cole snorted. "What do you think?" 


Morgan tossed his towel to the floor and crawled onto the 
bed. Looming over Cole's erection, he opened wide and took 
the head into his mouth. 
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God bless his lover. Cole needed relief, and he needed it 
fast. As Morgan's talented mouth worked his cock, he 
reached for the lube. "Not gonna last." 


“"Mmmhmm," Morgan moaned, working Cole's shaft with his 
throat muscles. 


"Oh fuck!" Cole screamed, emptying his balls. 


He moaned at the tender way Morgan cleaned his cock and 
balls -- laving, kissing, it was almost too much for Cole to 
handle. A picture of Morgan treating Robby the same way 
rose in his mind. 


"No matter what, you'll always love me, right?" he couldn't 
keep from asking. 


Morgan released Cole's shaft and lay beside him. "I breathe 
you. How could | possibly go a day without loving you?" 


Cole grinned and handed his brother the lube. "Just 
checkin'," he said, downplaying his concern. 


He pulled Morgan's head down and kissed him, thrusting his 
tongue inside to lap at the residual taste of come. The lube 
being opened sounded loud in the quiet of the room, and 
Cole braced himself for the heaven of Morgan's fingers. 


The invasion was as sweet as he knew it would be. Morgan 
was an expert at stretching him. 


Never in all the years they'd been together had his brother 
given him a moment's pain. 


Cole relaxed into the kiss as Morgan moved between his 
legs. His body accepted Morgan's cock as it slowly stretched 
Cole's body even further. Breaking the kiss, he looked into 
eyes so much like his own. "I love you." 


"I'm glad you do, or I'd be in quite the pickle, because | 
don't want to spend a single day without you in my life." 


Morgan always knew the right thing to say. 
Once fully seated, Morgan groaned. "God, | love this ass." 


Cole chuckled as he moved his legs higher around Morgan's 
torso. "And it loves you." 


He braced himself for what he knew was coming. Morgan 
may go in with tender loving care, but once there, the man 
turned into an animal. Morgan pulled out and thrust back 
inside. 


"Yes," Cole cried as Morgan repeated the process over and 
over. Each thrust was deeper, harder than the last until Cole 
was gasping for breath. 


"Gonna fuck you so good," Morgan grunted, sweat dripping 
off his face. 
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Cole's cock was hard again. He reached between them and 
stroked himself to the rhythm already established by his 
brother. Pressing that sweet spot just under his crown, he 
erupted again. 


"Fuck!" 


"Yeah, baby, give it all to me," Morgan panted. The sound of 
Morgan's balls slapping against Cole's ass was deafening. 


Cole wondered whether or not Robby was listening to the 
two of them make love. He had a feeling Robby's hand was 
wrapped around his own cock. With a wicked grin, Cole 
turned his face to the door. "Come for me, Robby!" 


A strangled moan came from the adjacent bedroom right on 
cue. 


The sound of Robby crying out his climax set Morgan off 
instantly. Cole felt the warmth of Morgan’s seed fill him and 
sighed. He knew beyond a doubt the three of them were 
meant to be together. 


When Morgan collapsed onto the bed, Cole turned to 
snuggle against his sweaty side. "Did you hear that?" 


“Fuck yeah," Morgan mumbled. "You trying to kill me?" 


Cole chuckled and tweaked Morgan's sensitive nipple. "Why 
don't you go and bring Robby in here where he belongs." 


Morgan reached over the side of the bed and picked up the 
towel he'd discarded earlier. After cleaning himself, he 
turned onto his side and began taking care of Cole, just like 
he always had. 


“Morgan? Don't you want Robby in here with us?" 


"Yeah, but not until you're willing to come clean with him 
and tell him what the two of us do for a living." 


"We just need more time for him to get to know us." 


"Then we need more time before we bring him into our 
bed." 


"Okay. I'll try to find an opening." He reached down and ran 
a hand over Morgan's flaccid cock. 


"Hopefully sooner rather than later." 
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Chapter Four 


Robby was napping when he felt the side of his bed dip. He 
opened his eyes to a tired-looking Morgan. "Hey." 


Morgan unknotted his tie, but left it draped around his neck. 
"You feeling okay?" 


It had been over a week since he'd been beaten. His bruises 
were finally starting to fade, but he couldn't quite shake the 
fatigue. "Yeah. Just tired." 


Robby reached out and ran a hand down Morgan's muscular 
arm. He loved touching the two men he was staying with. 
He loved it even more when they touched him in return. 
"What about you? 


How was your day?" 


Morgan groaned and kicked off his shoes. He swung his legs 
up on the bed and lay facing Robby. "Tiring. Paperwork 
sucks." 


Morgan opened his arms and Robby automatically sought 
Morgan's comfort. Robby snuggled against Morgan's body, 
feeling safer than he ever had. The third day after his 
beating, Morgan had asked Robby about the painting of him 
and Lucky. It was a subject he didn't like to talk about, had 
never actually talked with anyone about, but he felt safe 
enough to tell Morgan of his life before he ran away from 
home. 


Both Morgan and Cole had listened as Robby told them 
about the abuse he'd suffered at the hand of his single 
mother. They didn't pass judgment or offer false pity. 


Instead, they'd held him as he told them about running 
away to the big city when he was fifteen, and how hard it 
was to stay safe. 


Robby had even told them about the day he'd started selling 
himself. How it had made him feel. 


That the only good thing that had come out of it was the 
money it provided so he could eat and rent a cheap room 
for the night. He was surprised Morgan and Cole seemed to 
know so much about what kids on the street had to contend 
with. He'd even asked them about it, but they'd quickly 
changed the subject. 


"| made tuna casserole for dinner, it's in the fridge. | should 
probably go put it in the oven," 


Robby said. 


"In a minute. Just let me hold you a little longer," Morgan 
replied. 


Robby snuggled in again, and Morgan kissed the top of his 
head. "Did you get a chance to check online for art classes?" 
Morgan asked. 


"Yeah. I'm not sure if | can get into any of the credited 
classes, since it was Vince who pulled the strings for my 
earlier courses, but they have quite a few enrichment 
classes I'd like to take." 


"Just let us know how much they are and Cole and I can help 
you with tuition." 
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Robby closed his eyes and bit his bottom lip. He needed to 
come clean with his saviors about his financial situation, but 
he was afraid they'd expect him to move out if they knew he 
had a ceramic statue full of hundred dollar bills. 


“Thanks, but I've got enough to cover the classes." 


Morgan pulled far enough away to look Robby in the eyes. 
"How? When Cole found you, you didn't even have a wallet." 


Robby crawled off the bed and retrieved the statue from the 
dresser. "| haven't been completely honest with you. | was 
afraid you'd kick me out if you knew | had this." 


He turned The Thinker statue upside down and removed 
what looked like a label from the bottom. "I've been saving 
this since | went to work for Vince. | knew it wasn't the kind 
of life | wanted." 


When he shook the statue, three large rolls of money came 
out. "I should have about thirteen thousand," he confessed, 
not meeting Morgan's eyes. "If you want me to find a place, 
| can." 


Morgan chuckled and pulled Robby into his arms. "Seems 
Cole and | aren't the only ones with a secret." 


Robby looked up at the beautiful face of the man he was 
falling for. "Huh?" 


Morgan suddenly looked uneasy. "I should really wait and let 
Cole tell you. He's the one most afraid of your reaction, but | 
think you know us enough by now to hear the truth." 


Robby held his breath as he waited for Morgan to continue. 
Were they just playing with him? 


"The night Cole found you, he really wanted to help, but you 
were adamant about no cops. He's afraid if you find out the 
two of us are police officers, you'll bolt." 


Cops? "Wait. What?" 


Morgan nodded his head. "I'm a detective, and Cole works 
full time at a junior high. He's got an office there and 
everything." 


Robby's mind was reeling with the news. He'd spent his 
entire life afraid of cops. Now he'd just found out the two 
men who'd been so kind were policemen. 


"You probably haven't had the best experience with the 
police in the past, but we're not all assholes," Morgan 
added. 


"No. You and Cole have been nothing but nice to me. It 
might take me some time to get used to it though. Lifetime 
of running from 'em and all that." 
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Morgan nodded. "As long as you know we'd never do 
anything to hurt you." 


Robby already knew that, but it was nice to hear. He started 
picking up the rolls of money and stuffing them back into 
the statue. "I should probably go put the casserole in the 
oven." 


"Mind if | help you?" Morgan asked. 


Robby could see the uncertainty on Morgan's face, and he 
hated it. Cole and Morgan had given him more in a week 
than anyone in his entire life, so what if they were cops? 


Hell, he was a prostitute, who was he to judge someone else 
for what they did for a living? 


Before getting off the bed, Robby leaned forward and gave 
Morgan a kiss. It started out just as a thank you, but quickly 
turned into so much more. As their tongues dueled, Robby 
began to move closer until they were sandwiched together. 


Robby ran his hands down the length of Morgan's torso, 
coming to rest on the man’s hip. 


Morgan moaned when Robby cupped the length of Morgan’s 
erection. Robby wanted to please this big, gorgeous man 
like he needed his next breath. 


As the kiss continued, Robby unzipped Morgan's fly and 
reached inside. The length and girth of Morgan's cock was 
amazing. Damn, he needed a taste. Robby broke the kiss 
and started moving his way down Morgan's body. 


"Wait," Morgan said, holding Robby under his arms. "We 
can't do this yet." 


"Why?" Robby asked. 


"Cole's not here, and you're not well enough," Morgan said, 
panting. 


Robby pressed his erection against Morgan's thigh. "Believe 
me, I'm more than well enough." 


Morgan shook his head. "It's not right without the three of 
us. At least not the first time." 


Robby groaned, dropping his head to rest on Morgan's 
stomach. The thought of pleasuring both men at the same 
time almost put him over the edge. "Later?" 


"Oh, most definitely," Morgan said with a grin. 


KKK 


When Cole walked in the front door, the sounds of laughter 
coming from the kitchen made him smile. He was happy 
Morgan and Robby were getting along so well. With Morgan 
on surveillance three of the last seven nights, Cole had 
begun to wonder if his brother was avoiding being alone 
with Robby. 
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From the good-natured teasing he heard, Cole didn't think 
he needed to worry about that anymore. He slipped into the 
bedroom to change into a pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt 
before going into the kitchen. 


"What's so funny?" he asked. 
Morgan set his beer on the table and smiled. "Hey, baby." 


Cole went over and gave Morgan a kiss. "So? What's so 
funny?" 


Morgan gestured to Robby. "Robby made us tuna casserole 
for dinner." 


"And?" 


"And I forgot to add the tuna," Robby mumbled, clearly 
embarrassed. 


Robby looked so damn cute, Cole couldn't help but give him 
a hug. "That's okay. We can eat noodle casserole." 


Robby rolled his eyes. "I can't believe | fucked it up. I tried to 
follow the directions exactly." 


Cole assumed Robby didn't have much experience in the 
kitchen. The goof-up was partially his own fault for not 
asking Robby if he even knew how to cook. The fact that the 
man had tried his best meant more to Cole than a gourmet 
meal. 


"Would you rather just go out?" Robby asked. 


"No," Morgan was quick to say. "We've got too many things 
to do to spend hours finding a place without a huge wait 
time." 


"Really? What've we got to do?" Cole asked. He couldn't 
think of a damn thing on their agenda. 


Morgan licked his lips and glanced at Robby. The two of 
them shared a heated look before turning their attention to 
Cole. 


"| told Robby what we do for a living," Morgan confessed. 
"You what?" 


Morgan nodded. "It's okay. We both did some sharing, and 
now everything's out in the open." 


Cole gazed down at Robby. "Are you mad?" 


Robby shook his head. "How could | be mad? You've both 
changed my life without asking anything in return." 
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Cole wrapped an arm around Robby's waist. "I deceived you, 
and l'm sorry." 


Robby rested his head against Cole's chest. "Let's eat some 
noodle casserole." 


"I'll drink to that," Morgan chimed in, finishing his beer. 


After he finished his second helping, Cole sat back and 
rubbed his stomach. "Not bad at all, Robby." 


Robby blushed, his eyes glancing down at his plate. It still 
amazed Cole how shy Robby could be when it came to 
compliments. 


"Movie?" Cole suggested. 


"Yep, right after you and | clean the kitchen." Morgan stood 
and started clearing the table. 


Cole chuckled and stuck his tongue out at Morgan before 
turning to Robby. "Why don't you go in and decide ona 
movie." 


Robby grinned and headed out of the kitchen. "If cooking 
gets me out of dishes, I'll cook every night." 


Cole carried his and Robby's plates to the sink. "There was a 
rumor going around school today." 


Morgan closed the refrigerator and turned toward him. 
"About what?" 


"| heard someone brought a gun to school, but I didn't get a 
name. We did a routine locker check, but came up empty." 
Cole started rinsing the plates and putting them in the 
dishwasher. It really bothered him to think of something as 
deadly as a gun in the hands of an eighth grader. 


"Did you call the station?" Morgan asked, wiping the table 
down. 


"Yeah. They said without something else to go on, | was 
pretty much out of luck." 


Morgan rinsed the dishcloth and hung it by the sink. "Make 
Sure you wear your vest to school." 


"Yeah? And what about the twenty-one hundred other 
people who don't own bullet-proof vests?" 


Morgan wrapped his arms around Cole. "I'm not in love with 
the twenty-one hundred other people. It sucks, but keeping 
you Safe is my primary concern." 


"Hey, guys, I've never seen this Chitty Chitty Bang Bang 
movie. Do you care if we watch that?" 


Robby asked, coming into the room. 


Cole gave Morgan a look that said Robby didn't need to 
know about the gun situation. Morgan nodded and gave 
Cole a quick kiss. 
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They both turned and walked toward Robby. "That's a 
kickass movie," Cole said. "I think we should build a pallet 
on the floor like we used to when we were kids." 


"Good idea. I'll get the blankets, Robby, you get the pillows, 
and Cole, you move the furniture." 


Cole gave Morgan a mock salute before they dispersed to 
tackle their assigned tasks. Cole began to wonder what 
Morgan was up to when his brother came out of the 
bedroom with nothing but loose-fitting yoga pants on. 


Cole’s brow lifted as he noticed the erection tenting the 
front of the thin white material. "Uh, something | need to 
know about?" 


Morgan tossed the pile of blankets onto the sofa and 
grinned. He glanced over his shoulder before stepping 
closer to Cole. "Remember how we agreed not to take 
Robby into our bed until all our cards were on the table?" 


Cole's jaw dropped as Robby came into the room bearing an 
armful of pillows. Robby had changed into a pair of silk 
pajama pants. Had Robby and Morgan already discussed 
this? 


“Looks like I'm a bit overdressed." He pulled off his T-shirt 
and flung it toward the couch. 


Although he knew his body had nothing on Morgan's, Cole 
was in damn good shape, and it showed in Robby's eyes. 


While Cole got busy setting up the movie, Morgan spread 
out the blankets. Morgan had intentionally positioned Robby 
in the center, although Robby was starting to look a little 
insecure. 


Taking his spot beside Robby, Cole leaned over and gave 
him a quick kiss. "Something wrong?" 


Robby shook his head. "I just can't believe I'm here." 


Cole turned to his side, propping his head up on the palm of 
his hand. "This is what you want, isn't it?" 


Robby nodded. Morgan's big hand landed on Robby's naked 
chest. He leaned in and whispered into his ear. "There's 
nothing to be nervous about. Remember what | said earlier? 
You're still not ready for more than some easy petting." 


What happened earlier? Cole looked into his brother's eyes. 
Morgan had always been able to read Cole like a book and 
was quick to ease his mind. 


"We talked about stuff and then kissed. It started to get out 
of hand, so we stopped until you could join us." 
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Cole smiled. It said a lot about Morgan's love for him that 
Morgan had been able to stop. Usually once he got started, 
Morgan was like a freight train. Cole looked at the expanse 
of skin in front of him. He would bet he was more nervous 
than Robby. The last time he'd touched a man other than 
Morgan, it had ended with him in the emergency room. 


Morgan's hand moved from Robby's chest to cup Cole's 
cheek. "You okay?" 


Damn, he knew he was acting like a scared virgin. "Yeah." 
He turned his head and kissed Morgan's palm. "Just brought 
back a few memories for a second, but I'm okay." 


Using Morgan's hand as a buffer, Cole directed his brother's 
hand up and down Robby's nude torso. Morgan seemed to 
know what Cole was doing, and got that worried expression 
again. The previews ended, and the movie began. He 
glanced at Robby, whose eyes were closed. 


"Would you rather save the movie for another time?" Cole 
asked, nuzzling against Robby's face. 


"Maybe," Robby mumbled. "I can't think of anything besides 
the two of you touching me." 


Cole grinned, feeling much better about the situation. He 
kissed his way down Robby's neck before burying his face in 


the smooth armpit. A few short hairs scratched his lips, 
Surprising him. 


"You're getting stubby," Cole chuckled. 


Robby cracked an eyelid open and grinned. "Really? It's 
been so long since I've been allowed to have body hair. I've 
forgotten what it feels like." 


"Then here, let me remind you." With a devilish grin, Morgan 
rubbed his chest hair against Robby's smooth torso, making 
Robby giggle. 


The sound filled Cole with warmth. He doubted Robby had 
done much of that in twenty-two years. Feeling a lot better, 
Cole began to let his hands wander Robby's body. He started 
with the twin dark brown nipples, giving them each a few 
tentative pinches before leaning down to circle them with 
his tongue. 


Robby groaned as Cole lightly scraped one with his teeth. 
From his position on Robby's chest, Cole glanced up to see 
Morgan probing Robby's mouth with his tongue. Fuck, that's 
hot. 


Cole began to lick his way down Robby's body, only to be 
stopped by a big arm in his way. 


Leaning back, he spotted the problem right away. Morgan 
had his hand against the front of Robby's silk pajamas, 
stroking him through the soft material. Fuck. That's even 
hotter. 


Cole was beginning to think this threesome thing wasn't a 
bad idea at all. He watched Morgan press his thumb against 
the crown of Robby's shaft, creating a delicious-looking wet 
spot. 


Cole bent over and covered the damp patch with his mouth, 
licking Morgan's thumb at the same time. He could feel the 
veins of Robby's cock through the thin, wet silk. He started 
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Robby's pants to get a mouth around the real thing when 
Morgan thumped him on top of the head. 


"Ow," he cried, staring up at his brother. "What the hell's 
wrong with you?" 


"No, what the hell's wrong with you?" Morgan countered. 
"As much as we both want to suck Robby's cock, it's not 
safe. He needs to be tested." 


Shit. How could he have forgotten? Well, easy, really. He'd 
never sucked anyone but Morgan, and safety was never an 
issue. Even the guy who'd raped him all those years ago 
had worn a condom. 


Robby's hand came down to cover his cock. "Morgan's right. 
Even though Vince brought a guy in to test us four times a 
year, I've been active since my last one." The last part of 
the sentence was said in a much softer tone of voice, shame 
Slipping through. 


Cole worked his way back up Robby's body to his lover’s 
lips, finally taking the chance to delve inside. "God, you 
taste good." 


Robby's hand pressed against the front of Cole's sweats. 
Cole moaned, and Morgan cleared his throat. 


"This night's yours," Morgan said. "Just sit back and let us 
take care of you for a change." 


Robby snorted. "You guys have done nothing but take care 
of me since you brought me up here." 


Cole doubted Robby had ever been in the position to receive 
only. In his past, Robby was paid to perform. That's why this 
night was incredibly special. Cole wanted to give him 
something no one else ever had. 


"This is different. This is the first night of what we hope to 
be a long relationship. Once you're healed, there'll be plenty 
of time to reciprocate." 


Cole had started to kiss his way back down Robby's body 
when the movie behind him caught his attention. "Oooh, 
this is one of my favorite songs." 


He stood and started stripping off the rest of his clothes to 
the movie's theme song. Holding out his hand, he urged 
Morgan to join him. "Come on, let's show Robby our dance." 


Morgan started laughing. "You look ridiculous, and if you 
keep bouncing around like that, your pecker's gonna break 
off." 


Cole gripped his cock by the base and pointed it at him. "No 
breakage here." 


“How old are you again?" Morgan laughed. 
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“Come on, don't be this way." 


Shaking his head, Morgan turned his attention back to 
Robby. "You believe that guy?" 


Robby chuckled. "I think it's funny." 


Cole took the opportunity to do a big finale. " ... our fine 
four-fendered... friend. " Cole made sure to draw out the last 
word of the song, the way he and Morgan had done as kids. 


Robby clapped, and Cole collapsed back down on the pallet 
of blankets. "That was fun." 


Morgan shook his head and slowly ran his hand up and 
down Robby's erection. "Yeah, well, while you were puttin’ 
on a show, | was busy taking care of Robby." 


Cole's mood was too light to let anything Morgan said get 
him down. "Whatever. While you were taking care of 
Robby's body, | was filling his soul with pure Dick Van Dyke 


JOY. 


Robby took the initiative to pull Cole down into his arms for 
a deep kiss. "And | thank you for that. My heart is full of you 
and Dick." 


Cole kissed Robby again. He loved the velvety feel of 
Robby's tongue. Another set of lips joined in, and Cole 
opened his eyes to see Morgan. Smiling, he moved to the 
side to allow Morgan more room to play. 


A hand closed over his cock, and Cole moaned into the 
three-way kiss. He knew the evening was supposed to be all 
about Robby, but damn that hand felt good. He felt Robby's 
hips bucking up into Morgan's touch. 


Breaking away from the hot kiss, Cole looked down to watch 
as Morgan continued to pleasure Robby. Cole knew exactly 
what Morgan's hand felt like, which made watching all the 
more pleasurable. 


"Come for us," Morgan groaned, swiping his tongue across 
Robby's lower lip. 


Robby's hand squeezed Cole's cock as he came all over 
himself. Splashes of thick white seed landed on Cole's arm, 
and it was all he could do not to lick it off. 


Cole turned his attention back to Robby's gorgeous face. 
“That was hot." 


He heard Morgan moan again, and leaned over Robby to 
kiss him. He knew Robby's right hand was giving Morgan the 
same treatment as he was getting with the left. "What 
happened to this evening being all about Robby?" 


"Shh," Morgan whispered. 
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Cole tried to giggle through a gasp as Robby's thumb 
pressed against the underside of his crown. 


"Oh fuck, yeah, right there." 


Robby did it again, and Cole's cock erupted in strings of 
thick come. "Yeah, that's what I'm talking about." 


He was nuzzling sleepily against Robby's shoulder when he 
heard Morgan slip over the edge. He felt so at peace with 
the world, Cole thought he could drop off to sleep at any 
moment. 


A soft snore signaled Morgan's agreement. Cole opened his 
eyes and grinned at Robby. "Short nap?" 


"Sounds good," Robby mumbled, eyes drooping. 


As far as Cole was concerned, the evening had been a 
complete success. He'd gotten over his fear of making love 


to another man, and he'd learned that watching Morgan 
make love to Robby didn't make him jealous. Perfect. 
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Chapter Five 


Robby paced back and forth in front of Jimmy's building. 
Although he didn't have many friends, Jimmy had been one 
of the kids with him on the street when he was younger. 
They'd watched out for each other, become like brothers. So 
why was it so hard to press the buzzer? 


Because he reminds me of what I used to be. With Cole and 
Morgan's help, Robby was no longer ashamed of the life 
he'd led before meeting them, but that didn't mean he was 
ready to confront his past. 


It had been four months since Cole had found Robby in the 
alley. Four months since he'd checked on Jimmy. 


Robby bit his thumbnail, looking up toward the third floor 
where Jimmy lived with two other roommates. Was he alone 
or did he have a trick? 


There was a part of Robby that hoped Jimmy was up to his 
old self, selling his ass for fifty bucks, but something told 
him that wasn't the case. Ever since Morgan had mentioned 
an Asian male prostitute found dead outside one of the 
hotels on Myers Boulevard, Robby had had a feeling. 


With a deep breath and shaking hands, he pushed the grimy 
buzzer. 


"Who's there?" a voice asked through the speaker. 
"It's Robby. Is Jimmy around?" 


"Naw. Haven't seen him in a couple days. Try back later." 


Robby's knees gave out and he sunk to the step. Why hadn't 
he checked on Jimmy? He should've gotten him away from 
this life as soon as he was safe with Cole and Morgan. 


As the tears began to flow, he pulled out the cell phone Cole 
had urged him to buy and called Morgan. 


"Caldwell," Morgan answered in his deep, sexy voice. 


"Morgan," Robby said around his tears. "I think | know the 
identity of that dead prostitute." 


"Robby? Where are you, sweetheart?" 

"Sixth and Stallworth." 

"What? What're you doing all the way down there?" 
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"| took a bus. | needed to talk to my friend, Jimmy Chow. | 

think he's the man you found." He hated crying, especially 
sitting right out in the open, but the guilt was too much. It 
was his fault Jimmy had died. 


"Can you come and get me?" Robby asked, wiping his nose 
on the sleeve of his five-hundred dollar black leather jacket. 


"I'm pulling out of the parking lot now. I'll be there in fifteen 
minutes, tops." 


"Okay." Robby started to hang up, but Morgan stopped him. 


"Stay on the phone with me, sweetheart. Talk to me. Tell me 
about Jimmy. How'd you know him? Were the two of you 
close?" 


Morgan continued to fire questions at him. Robby knew his 
lover was just trying to keep him talking until he arrived, but 
it suddenly all felt so overwhelming. 


“Jimmy was two years older than | am. He helped me out of 
a scrape with a guy who was trying to take my money, back 
when | lived on the streets. Jimmy kinda took me under his 
wing after that. He showed me the safe way to pick up tricks 
and what to do to them to have them coming back for more. 
He used to tell me that having regular customers was the 
only way to stay Safe in the business." 


Robby pulled the phone away from his mouth as a sob 
erupted. "He, Jimmy, introduced me to Vince. He heard 
Vince was looking for a new boy. | asked him why he didn't 
go for it, and Jimmy said he preferred to work on his own. He 
said it would be good for me to have someone to look after 
me when he couldn't." 


The idea of Jimmy dying in a hotel room, or worse an alley 
by himself, left Robby feeling hollow. He set the phone by 
his side and buried his face in his hands. Why had he been 
lucky enough to be found by a wonderful man like Cole, 
when Jimmy was a better person than Robby could ever 
hope to be? 


He heard the screeching of tires and then Morgan was there, 
pulling Robby into his strong embrace. Robby didn't care 
that people on the sidewalks were staring at him. He held 
onto Morgan like his life depended on it, letting Morgan pick 
him up and carry him to the car. 


After getting Robby safely buckled in, Morgan pulled away 
from the crowd that had gathered. 


"| need to see him," Robby whispered, head resting against 
the passenger window. 


"No, sweetheart. I'll give the detectives assigned to the case 
the name you gave me. They can pull his name up in the 
system and match it against fingerprints once they get 
them back. 


Forensics doesn't work as fast in real life as it does on TV. Do 
you know if Jimmy was ever arrested?" 
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"Yeah, once. Maybe five, five and a half years ago, but he 
wasn't convicted." 


“Doesn't matter. They'll still have the information they 
need." 


"If it is Jimmy, tell them to call me to make burial 
arrangements," Robby informed Morgan. He'd never paid for 
a funeral and had no idea how much it cost, but it didn't 
matter. Robby owed Jimmy his life several times over, and 
Jimmy would get the proper respect he deserved, in death if 
not in life. 


Morgan pulled up outside of their building. "You okay to walk 
inside?" 


"Yeah. Go back to work. I'll be fine." 


"The hell | will," Morgan fired back, getting out of the car. 
Morgan opened the passenger door and held out his hand. 
"The only place I'm going is upstairs with you." 


Robby let Morgan help him from the car and lead him 
upstairs. As soon as they were inside the apartment, he 
shrugged out of his jacket and hung it in the closet. "I need 
you to check out Vince." 


Morgan stopped in the process of taking off his suit jacket. 
"What? We haven't heard a word from him since | talked to 
him that day at your apartment." 


"Exactly. Vince isn't the kind of man to let a commodity as 
valuable as | was just walk away." 


Morgan's dark brown eyes narrowed. "You think he has 
something to do with Jimmy's death?" 


The more he thought about it, the surer he became. Vince 
would know better than to go after Robby. He had no doubt 
Morgan probably put on quite a show that day at his 
apartment. The next best thing to killing Robby was hurting 
someone he cared about. 


Robby swallowed. "What if he comes after you and Cole?" 


Morgan strode toward Robby and gathered him in his arms. 
“Don't you think it's time you told me Vince's last name?" 


“Castellanos. He owns a Babbas Play Yard downtown on 
Archer." 


"Yeah, | know. Hell, | took Cole there for his birthday two 
years ago." 


"So you know what kind of place it is." Babbas was Vince's 
base of operation although he didn't personally run the 
place. Vince was way too smart to be a front man for an 
operation that catered to gay men. 


"Yeah, | know what kind of place it is. Cole and | stayed for 
about an hour before | felt the need to come home and take 
a shower. That place is nasty." 
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Robby smiled. "Bet you didn't know the same man owns 
Castellanos on First Street." 


"Fuck. Does anyone?" 


Castellanos was one of the premier restaurants in the city. It 
was impossible to get a table unless you had connections. 
How many times had he been with Vince at Babbas? Oh, 
about a million. 


How many times had Vince taken him to Castellanos? Never. 


Something finally occurred to him. "I bet his wife doesn't 
know about Babbas." 


"He's married?" Morgan looked stunned. 
"Yep. To his high school sweetheart." 


In the beginning of his association with Vince, Robby had 
actually been jealous of Vince's wife. 


He was never stupid enough to fall in love with the guy, but 
for the first time in his life he'd had a father figure, and he 
didn't like sharing. How many times had they been in the 
middle of a 


"lesson" only to be interrupted by a phone call from Vince's 
wife? God, he'd hated the way Vince would pull out and rush 
home to her. 


Robby had actually been glad when Vince started farming 
him out to the rich clients. Although most of them were 
married, at least for the short time they were away together 
on business trips his big Daddies were all his. He had 
perfected the art of living in the moment. 


It wasn't until he'd been rescued by Cole that he'd 
discovered what love felt like. He gazed up into Morgan's 
eyes. He loved them both, and was scared to death they'd 
tire of him if he became too much trouble. 


"Go back to work. | don't want you getting in hot water with 
your captain because of me." 


Morgan bent down and kissed him. "I vowed a long time ago 
that my family would come before my career. You're family." 


Robby felt his eyes fill with tears once more. "What about 
Jimmy?" 


"I'll call the detectives on the case and tell them | heard a 
rumor. That should set them on the right track." Morgan led 
Robby to the bedroom. 


Morgan ran his hands across Robby's skin as it was 
uncovered. "You are truly beautiful." 


Robby had heard those same words spoken by some of the 
city's richest men, but he knew Morgan truly meant them. 
He also knew that wasn't all Morgan saw in him, and that 
was what filled him with warmth. 
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Before getting undressed, Morgan picked up the phone and 
called the detectives in charge of the unknown prostitute 
murder. Robby found Morgan incredibly sexy with his cop 
persona on. Who knew he'd be turned on by a lawman? 


Totally nude, Robby sat on the edge of the bed and unzipped 
Morgan's dress pants. With skilled hands, he began 
manipulating the front of Morgan's boxer-briefs. His love 
looked down at him, one dark brow rose in question. 


Robby grinned and peeled the underwear down, licking the 
thick, veined cock as he uncovered it. 


The mention of Jimmy's name caused him to pause 
momentarily before sucking the bulbous head into his 
mouth. 


Morgan's fingers threaded through Robby's curls as his lover 
began a shallow thrust in and out of his mouth. The all- 
business tone of Morgan's voice went a notch deeper, and it 
thrilled Robby to know he was responsible. 


Reaching over to the bedside table, Robby grabbed the 
bottle of lube and a condom. As much as he enjoyed 
sucking on Morgan's cock, he wanted to feel it in his ass. 
Climbing fully onto the bed, Robby positioned himself so 
Morgan could watch as he got himself ready. 


"I'm telling you, Phil, just look into it," Morgan said, watching 
Robby like a hawk as he rolled the condom down the length 
of his erection. 


When Robby removed his fingers and wiggled his ass, 
Morgan knelt on the bed behind him. 


Easing in as was Morgan’s custom, he slowly impaled Robby. 


"I know he's a respected member of the community, but I'm 
sure if you dig deeper, you'll find a few skeletons in his 
closet." Morgan began thrusting in and out of Robby's ass. 


“Thanks. | appreciate it." Morgan dropped the phone onto 
the bed and gripped Robby's hips as the intensity of his 
fucking ratcheted up a notch. 


"They didn't believe you, did they?" Robby asked, bracing 
his hands around the spindles of the headboard. 


"Later," Morgan groaned. 


"| need," Robby begged. With Morgan fucking him like a 
madman, there was no way Robby could release his hold to 
jack himself. 


Morgan's body pressed closer as he wrapped one hand 
around Robby's needy cock. Robby felt the scrape of 
Morgan's teeth between his shoulder blades. 


"Fuck!" he screamed as he shot his load into Morgan's hand. 
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Morgan bit the tender flesh at the base of Robby's neck as 
he buried the entire length of his cock as deep as he could. 
The grunt and shuddering body covering Robby signaled 
Morgan's release. 


Robby's thin arms collapsed under him with the full weight 
of his partner. Morgan started to pull out. "No, stay right 
there," Robby instructed. 


Morgan kissed and licked the bite mark he'd inflicted. 
"Sorry, sweetheart, can't with the condom. 


Hey, aren't you supposed to be in class?" 


"No. | had one earlier, before | went to Jimmy's. I'm 
Supposed to be looking for a job, though. | hope my 
roommates don't get mad at me." 


Morgan tied off the condom and tossed it into the trashcan. 
He gathered Robby into his arms. "I think they'll 
understand." 


Robby was glad, because he really didn't know if he'd be 
able to find a job. He sighed, thinking of working for seven 
bucks an hour when he'd been used to making over a 
thousand a day. 


"What's wrong?" Morgan asked, picking up on Robby's 
distress. 


"Nothing," Robby replied, snuggling further into Morgan's 
embrace. 


"Don't lie to me," Morgan admonished. 


"It's just... oh, | don't know, I'm not good at anything 
besides painting and fucking. What kind of job can a guy like 
me get?" 


Morgan's fingers teased the hair at the nape of Robby's 

neck. "I didn't want to say anything until | was sure, but | 
think | might have a lead on something for you. The pay 
sucks, but I think it's something you'd be really good at." 


"If the pay sucks, how am I supposed to pull my own weight 
around here? And how do I pay my bills if you guys get tired 
of me and kick me out?" 


"Hey," Morgan said with a scowl. He hoisted Robby up so 
they were eye to eye. "First of all, Cole and | won't tire of 
you, and secondly, this is a family. It's not about who makes 
the most money." 


Robby bit his lip. Being included in Morgan and Cole's family 
meant everything to him. "What's the job?" 


“Running an art program at the Y. | figured you could do that 
and still have time for your classes. 


Maybe if you talked to the director..." 


"Okay," Robby was quick to say. He loved the idea of helping 
kids explore art. 
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"Good." Morgan gave Robby a deep kiss. "Let's take a short 
nap before | have to get back to the station. 


Robby's eyes were drooping before Morgan even finished his 
sentence. "I love you," he whispered. 


"| love you, too, sweetheart." 


KKK 


"Hey, Milo? Can I get another one?" Robby asked the cute 
bartender. He'd known Milo for years and hoped he could 
trust the big Greek not to mention his appearance at 
Babbas to Vince. 


Milo passed the beer across the scarred wooden bar. "You 
okay? Haven't seen you around in forever." 


"Six months," Robby corrected. "I've been busy." 


Milo swept the black curl from Robby's forehead and tilted 
his chin up. "Something going on?" 


Robby pulled his face away and shook his head. "Found a 
real home." 


"That's great, so why aren't you there?" Milo asked, crossing 
his muscled arms. 


"Because | don't deserve them. I've been lying to 'em for 
almost two months, and I can't look them in the eyes 


anymore." 
"Who's them?" 


“Doesn't matter." Robby might be drunk, but he knew 
enough not to give Milo too much information. He knew he 
was taking a risk coming back to Babbas, but it fit his mood. 
He'd been a prostitute, and no matter what he did, the 
world would always see him that way. 


The phone in his pocket rang again. Robby tried to ignore it. 
Cole and Morgan had called his cell every twenty minutes 
for the previous three hours. He'd answered the first call, 
informing Cole he was out for the evening and needed some 
time alone. What he hadn't said was that he couldn't handle 
lying to them anymore. 


A hand on his ass got his attention. Robby glanced over his 
Shoulder at the hairy bear towering over him. "Sorry, not 
interested." 


"I think | can change your mind," the guy said, squeezing 
Robby's butt. 


"You can't." Robby moved over a couple of stools, dragging 
his drink with him. When the guy started to follow, Robby 
gave Milo a pleading look. 
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"Get lost, Ed." 

The guy huffed a little but eventually went on his way. 
Robby smiled at Milo. "Thanks." 


"Go home, Robby. You don't belong here anymore." 


Robby looked around the club. Inside Babbas, sex was 
commonplace. Before he'd started working for Vince, this 
had been his favorite pick-up joint. He could usually earn a 
night's pay in the back room just with his mouth. 


He felt a hand land on his back. "I said back-the-fuck-off, 
man!" 


Robby spun around to further make his point, and came face 
to face with Cole and Morgan. Shit. 


The two men took positions on the stools on either side of 
Robby. 


"What's going on?" Cole asked. "Of all the places we've 
looked, this was the last place | expected to find you." 


Robby was too ashamed to even look at his gorgeous lover. 
Cole and Morgan had been nothing but kind to him. They'd 
welcomed him into their home and their hearts, and Robby 
knew he didn't deserve either one of them. 


Morgan stood and tossed some bills onto the bar in front of 
Robby. "Come on. Let's go home." 


"| can't," Robby blurted. 


"Then you'd better start talking before | throw you over my 
Shoulder and carry you out," Morgan huffed. 


Robby knew if he told Cole and Morgan the truth they'd see 
him for the piece of shit he really was, but he didn't seem to 
have much choice. "I've been lying to you about how I'm 
earning my share of the rent." 


Cole gasped and Morgan went stock-still. Reading their 
minds, Robby shook his head. "No, | haven't gone back to 


selling my ass, if that's what you're thinking." 


"So what have you been doing?" Cole asked, a hand on 
Robby's thigh. 


The concerned expression on Cole's face was Robby's 
undoing. "Washing cars." 


"What happened to the job at the Y?" Morgan asked. 
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"| didn't get it. It was my fault. The guy seemed really nice, 
and | wanted to be upfront with him, and | kinda told him 
what | used to do for a living. He said he couldn't take the 
chance of hiring me to work with underage kids." 


Robby shrugged. "I was too ashamed of myself to tell you 
guys, so | lied." 


Morgan stood once again. "Home. Now." 


Robby had never heard that particular tone from Morgan 
before, and he went on instant alert. He shied away from 
him, which seemed to piss Morgan off even further. Without 
another word, Morgan turned and strode out of the club. 


Robby sat, afraid to move. Had he just screwed up the best 
thing that had ever happened to him? 


His gaze swung to Cole. "I'm in trouble, aren't 1?" 


Cole bit his bottom lip and nodded. "Afraid so, but it'll be 
even worse if you don't get out there." 


Robby hadn't fought with Morgan before and wasn't sure 
what to expect. If the man wanted to, Robby knew Morgan 


could kill him with his bare hands. Robby scrubbed at his 
face and finished his beer. 


"Okay. Not like | haven't been at the other end of a fist 
before." 


He started to get up, but Cole stopped him with a hand 
around his arm. In a voice quiet but full of anger, Cole said, 
“Don't you ever, ever, say something like that about Morgan 
again. Am | making myself clear?" 


Robby shivered. Shit. Now he had both of them pissed at 
him. "Yes, sir," he automatically answered. 


Cole shook his head, his eyes narrowing into mere slits. "I'm 
not your 'sir.' | thought you understood that." 


Then it was Cole's turn to stand and follow Morgan, looking 
just as pissed as his brother. 


Robby glanced at Milo who had witnessed the entire scene. 
The barman shrugged and finished drying the glass in his 
hand. "I take it that's the family you told me about?" 


Robby nodded. 
"You were pretty hard on them, don't you think?" 


"Me? | just told them the truth. It's the reason | kept my 
mouth shut for so long." 


Milo shook his head. "I could tell just by looking at that big 
one that he'd never hurt a hair on your head. You shying 
away hurt him." 
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Milo was right. Morgan had never given Robby a reason to 
fear him. He knew it was his own insecurities that had 
prompted the reaction. Sliding off his stool, he gave a half- 
smile to Milo. 


"Hopefully | won't be seeing you around." 


Milo grinned. "You come around again, and I'll kick your ass 
out." 


"Thanks, Milo." 


Robby wove through the growing crowd, hoping he could 
patch things up with his men. He was trying to figure out 
what he'd say when a punch to the side of his face knocked 
him on his ass. 


Covering his jaw, he looked up and came face to face with 
Vince. Holy fuck! Robby knew Vince had to be out of his 
mind to attack him in the middle of a crowded bar. The 
realization that Vince was letting his cover slip, didn’t bode 
well for Robby and he knew it. Vince never lost his cool in 
front of witnesses. 


"What the hell're you doing in here?" Vince spat, venom in 
his voice. 


Robby struggled to his feet. "I'm sorry. It won't happen 
again." 


Vince reared back and this time delivered an open-handed 
Slap to the same side of Robby's face that had received the 
first blow. Once again, Robby went down. He spit a mouthful 
of blood onto the floor, refusing to look up into the face of 
his tormentor again. 


Robby knew in his heart this was precisely the reason he'd 
come to Babbas. There was a huge part of him that knew he 
couldn't move forward with his life being afraid Vince would 
someday come after him. 


Although the police had in fact identified the dead prostitute 
as Jimmy, they'd been unable to connect Vince with the 
murder. Robby knew the truth with every fiber of his being. 
Vince had slit Jimmy's throat to get back at Robby for 
leaving. 


He heard Morgan call his name and looked toward the door. 
Through the crowd, he could see Morgan and Cole barreling 
toward him. One flash of Morgan's badge and the bar 
patrons scattered, leaving Vince standing over him. 


Cole stopped and knelt beside Robby as Morgan's hand 
wrapped around Vince's neck. Robby's gaze went from 
Morgan to Cole. "Stop him, please. Vince'll press charges." 


Cole shook his head. "He won't kill him, but he'll damn sure 
teach him a lesson." 


Robby stood with Cole's help. This was all his fault. He broke 
Cole's hold and rushed toward the fighting men. "Stop. 
Please, stop." 
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Cole's arms wrapped around Robby like a vise and dragged 
him away. "I'm getting you outta here. We've got a plan to 
deal with Vince." 


"No," Robby cried. "Vince doesn't fight fair. He'll kill Morgan 
if he gets the chance." 


Cole gave up trying to wrestle Robby out of the club and 
picked him up. With Robby slung over his shoulder, Cole 
carried him to the car. When he realized the car was locked, 
Cole had no choice but to set Robby on the hood. "Stay 
here." 


Cole rushed back inside. Robby warred with himself as he 
waited. Should he go inside or should he do what he was 
told? 


The question was taken out of his hands by the appearance 
of Cole and Morgan exiting the club. 


Robby could see blood running from Morgan's nose and 
rushed to his lover’s side. "Oh my God, you're hurt." 


Morgan dug the keys out of his pocket and pushed the fob, 
unlocking the doors. "Get in." 


"Give me the keys. You're in no condition to drive," Cole 
ordered, holding out his hand. 


Morgan tossed his brother the keys and helped Robby into 
the back seat, crawling in behind him. 


Before Cole had even started the car, Robby was pulled into 
Morgan's lap. 


Robby braced himself for the ass-chewing that was sure to 
come, but was completely taken off guard by the set of lips 
that slammed into his. After a very thorough tongue probe, 
Morgan pulled out of the kiss and stared into Robby's eyes. 


“That was me being thankful you didn't get hurt any worse 
than you did. But we've got a lot of talking to do when we 
get home." 


Robby nodded. He didn't know what to say other than, "I'm 
sorry." 


Morgan's big hand traced over Robby's sore cheek. "Vince 
won't be bothering you anymore. The cops may not've 
found enough to pin the murder on him, but | told him if he 
so much as looked in your direction again, I'd have a lovely 
chat with the newspapers and his wife." 


Robby's jaw dropped. "You'd tell his wife? She's scary. 
Almost as scary as Vince." 


"I'll do whatever it takes to keep him away from you. That 
part of your life is over. The sooner you can accept that and 
come to terms with your past, the sooner we can get on 
with our lives together." 


"That's hard to do. I'll always be judged for what I've done." 


"Whose business is it besides ours what you did in your 
past? You're not the same person you were then," Cole said 
from the driver's seat. 
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Robby rested his head against Morgan's broad chest. He 
knew what Morgan had said was true. 


He hadn't forgiven himself for his past. At the time, he 
hadn't known a life without abuse of one kind or another. 
Sure he knew he was breaking the law, but he hadn't known 
any other way to live. Now he did. 


Robby wanted to be so much more than what he was. He 
wondered if it was too late to learn to change his life for 
good. 


"I think I'd like to get my GED," he whispered. He knew 
without a high school diploma he'd never be able to make 
something of himself. Even if his art career took off, he knew 
having that piece of paper would do more for his self- 
esteem than anything else. 


"Really?" Cole sounded hopeful as he pulled up in front of 
their building. 


"Yeah. If you guys don't mind helping. I'm not a very good 
reader." 


"We'd love to help you," Morgan agreed, kissing Robby 
again. 


Robby let Morgan lead him into the building with Cole right 
behind them. As long as he had these two special men by 
his side, he was starting to believe he could do anything he 
set his mind to. 
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Epilogue 


Cole smiled as he arranged the bouquet of flowers he'd cut 
from the garden out back. He couldn't wait for Morgan to 
get home with the big birthday surprise for Robby. Although 
their family had gone through some rough patches, things 
had finally smoothed out enough to add another family 
member. 


He placed the silly paper hats at each place setting and 
looked around. Their small house in the country was in no 
way fancy, but it truly felt like home. Cole hadn't realized 
how much he hated city life until they'd moved outside of 
town nearly two years earlier, right after Vince was found 
floating in the river. 


Like Jimmy's death, the police never solved Vince's murder, 
but Robby had heard Vince's wife wasn't happy when she 
walked in on Vince and one of his boy toys. Cole didn't know 
if it was true, but another death so closely related to 
Robby's past prompted their move to the country. 


The commute for him and Morgan lengthened to about 
thirty minutes each way, but it had been well worth it. 


Their place wasn't big, only ten acres, but it was enough to 
give them breathing room with space left over for a small 
studio for Robby. It had been Cole and Morgan's graduation 
present to their lover. 


Robby's art career wasn't taking off like they'd hoped, but 
he still managed to make enough money to pay his share of 
the bills, with some left over. The best part about it was that 
Robby didn't seem to mind. He loved what he did, and it 


showed in every piece he painted. He'd started taking 
commissions to help supplement his creative side, and with 
the additional money, he had started college classes part- 
time. 


The front door opened, and Morgan stepped inside. 

"Did you get it?" Cole asked, greeting him with a kiss. 
"Where's Robby?" Morgan asked, idly rubbing Cole's ass. 
"In the studio, where else?" Cole laughed. 


Morgan held up a finger and disappeared back outside. He 
soon returned. 


"Oh my God, he's perfect," Cole cried, reaching for the 
mixed-breed pound puppy. "Hey, little man," he cooed, 
kissing the puppy. 


Morgan cleared his throat. "Look again." 
Cole lifted the puppy and chuckled. "Oops, sorry little lady." 


"| figured three males in the house was enough." Morgan 
grinned. 
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"Good call." Cole brought the puppy up so they were face to 
face. "She really is a cute little thing." 


“Come on. Let's go surprise Robby." 


Cole carried their new addition as they made their way to 
the studio. Morgan opened the door quietly. Cole set the 
puppy on the ground, shooing her inside. 


Robby was deep in concentration with his profile to the door. 
Cole wondered what he was working so hard on. He'd been 
shut up in the studio all day without a single break. 


The little girl let out a yelp, and Robby almost jumped off his 
stool. 


"Where'd you come from?" Robby asked, setting down his 
paint brush. He bent over and picked up the puppy before 
noticing Cole and Morgan. "Did you two do this?" 


"Yep. Happy birthday," Morgan said, wrapping his arm 
around Cole and leading him toward Robby. 


Robby rubbed his face against the pup's smooth black coat. 
The dog started licking Robby's face, eliciting a loud 
chuckle. "I'd forgotten how sweet puppy breath is." 


"She needs a name," Cole piped up. 

"Hmmm, so she does. How does Molly strike you, girl?" 
Molly's pointed tail began to wag furiously. 

"I think she likes it," Morgan chuckled. 


Robby rose off his stool and stood in front of Cole and 
Morgan. "It's the best present anyone's ever given me." He 
kissed them both, taking time to do each man right. 


"Are you ready to quit for the day? I've made all your 
favorites for dinner." Cole gave Molly a scratch behind the 
ears. 


"Yep. Why don't you take Molly and I'll clean stuff up." 


"What're you working on?" Cole asked, walking toward the 
canvas. 


"It's not finished yet," Robby was quick to say. "I'm gonna 
have to add a little something to it." 


Cole sighed. The painting was fantastic. He looked at Robby 
and smiled. "I love it." 
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His eyes went back to the picture of their small farmhouse 
with the three of them sitting on the front porch. It was a 
stark contrast to the first painting of Robby that Cole had 
seen. No longer did the face looking back at him appear 
sad. Robby's green eyes seemed to sparkle with happiness. 
He was flanked on either side by Cole and Morgan. 


Cole winked at Robby. "Am I really this handsome?" 
Morgan groaned and slapped Cole on the ass. "Stop fishing." 


Cole studied his image. Like Robby, he looked happier than 
he'd ever been. "I think love looks damn good on me." 


Robby wrapped his paint brushes in plastic wrap before 
turning back to the canvas. "I think it looks damn good on 
all of us." 


Morgan held out his hand to Robby. "Shall we officially begin 
your twenty-sixth birthday?" 


Robby threaded his fingers through Morgan's. "What else did 
you get me?" he asked, walking toward the house. 


Traipsing behind them with Molly in his arms, Cole didn't 
hear Morgan's response, but it must've been a good one. 


"Damn!" Robby whooped. "Can we skip the dinner and go 
right for the dessert?" 


KKK 


Still wearing his party hat, and slightly tipsy from the two 
bottles of wine they'd consumed, Robby fell onto the king- 
sized bed. "Oh, yeah," he moaned. 


"You starting without us?" Morgan asked, coming into the 
room. 


Robby grinned and rubbed his crotch. "No, but | can if you 
want me to." 


He opened his eyes in time to see Morgan and Cole, both 
clad in full uniform, smile at each other. Oh shit. 


"Up against the wall," Morgan ordered, nightstick in hand. 


Robby was sure his eyes were about to bug out of his head. 
His gaze zeroed in on the big black wand in his lover's hand. 
"Umm... about that stick..." 


"You heard the officer, punk. Up against the wall," Cole 
chimed in, dangling a pair of handcuffs from his fingers. 
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Surely they wouldn't take this too far, would they? Robby 
decided to play along, slipping into the character of a good 
guy who was being falsely detained. Getting off the bed, 
Robby held his hands in the air. "There must be some 
mistake, Officers." 


"Against the wall and assume the position!" Morgan 
growled, tapping that damn nightstick against his leg. 


Robby did as asked, facing the wall with hands and legs 
spread. How many years had he been afraid of ending up in 


just that position? It said a lot for his love and trust in his 
new family that the silly scenario didn't freak him out. 


He felt Morgan lean against him, lips brushing Robby's ear. 
"Spread 'em wider." 


Robby widened his stance as ordered. "Sir, you must have 
made a mistake. | was just coming home from a birthday 


party." 


"Mmmhmm, and I suppose you aren't packing heat?" 
Morgan said. 


Robby could swear he felt Morgan's tongue tease his ear 
lobe that time. "No, sir, no heat." 


"Really? Then what's this?" Cole asked, grabbing the 
erection Robby wasn't even aware he had. 


"Uhh, sorry about that. | guess with all the wine | had at my 
party..." 


“Liquor caused this?" Cole squeezed Robby's package. 
"Officer Caldwell, have you ever heard of wine causing an 
erection of this size?" 


Morgan's hand joined Cole's. Two hands groping his cock 
through his pants almost sent Robby over the edge. He 
couldn't help the moan that escaped him. 


"I'm not convinced," Morgan replied, unzipping Robby's fly. 


Cole knelt and pulled Robby's jeans down and off. "Nope. It's 
definitely a cock." 


Robby looked down as Cole's mouth covered the crown of 
his cock. His legs started to shake as he felt the big black 


nightstick slide up and down the crack of his ass. "Sir?" 


"Just stand still, boy." Morgan licked the side of Robby's face. 
"Hey, Cole, | think I'm gonna need to do a cavity search." 


Cole's hot mouth pulled off of Robby's cock, making him 
want to cry out in protest. 


"On the bed," Cole ordered. "On your hands and knees." 


Accustomed to the position, Robby thrust his ass in the air 
as he rested on his elbows. "Seriously, Officer, | haven't 
done anything wrong. I'm sure you've got the wrong guy." 
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Robby was rocked one direction and then the next as both 
men climbed onto the bed. He felt a hand on his ass, 
rubbing one cheek then down the inside of his thigh. 


"You waiting for me?" Cole asked, taking position with his 
back to the headboard. 


Cole was a wet dream with his shirt unbuttoned and his cock 
sticking out of the zippered opening of his uniform pants. 
Putting a hand to the back of Robby's head, Cole spread his 
thighs. "Suck it." 


Using all the skills he possessed, Robby inched forward 
between Cole's legs and licked up the length of the long 
cock in front of him. 


"Ooh, damn boy, you're good. You one of them 
cocksuckers?" Cole asked, taking his shaft by the base and 
Slapping Robby in the face with it. 


Robby looked up into soulful brown eyes. He decided if his 
men wanted to torment him with this little role-playing 
game, he'd give it right back to them. "Yes, Officer. Although 
| usually prefer two cocks to just one. There's nothing like a 
big, fat cock pumping deep into my ass while the other 
Slides its way down my throat." 


Cole's nostrils flared, and Robby knew his words had done 
the trick. He heard a soft moan coming from behind him as 
a wet tongue began to make swirling patterns on his butt 
cheek. 


Unbuttoning the top of Cole's pants, Robby pushed them 
down. If he was going to suck cock, he needed free rein. He 
pushed the offending garment down and waited for Cole to 
kick them off. 


He gazed down at Cole's package and licked his lips. Robby 
nuzzled Cole's heavy sac, inhaling the scent of the man he 
loved. He took the low-hanging balls into his mouth one ata 
time, taking the time to suck each until he received a groan 
from his lover. 


Morgan's tongue found its way to Robby's puckered hole 
and began probing. Robby's eyes squeezed shut. His cock 
was dripping copious amounts of pre-come onto the bed 
below; coming this early in the game wasn't an option. 


Licking his way up the length of Cole's erection, Robby 
closed his mouth over the bulbous head. 


"Yeah, that's real nice," Cole said, reaching down to pinch 
and play with Robby's nipples. 


Artificial lube joined Morgan's spit as a finger was slipped 
into Robby's ass. Fuck. Robby wiggled his ass, teasing 
Morgan. 


"| think further investigation is necessary," Morgan said. 
"I've read articles on people hiding stuff up their chute. You 
got something up here, boy?" Morgan introduced another 
finger and began moving them around. 
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"Y... yes, sir. But you'll have to go really deep to find it," 
Robby confessed. 


He felt the cold glide of the big baton as Morgan ran it up 
and down his spine. Robby swallowed. 


He'd taken all kinds of things into his ass before, but 
definitely never a policeman's night stick. 


"Sir?" he asked, nervously. 


"Just relax. Let Officer Caldwell do his job," Cole murmured, 
redirecting Robby's mouth back to his cock. 


Robby braced himself for the invasion as he felt the blunt tip 
press against his hole. Morgan worked it in slowly the way 
he always did, and Robby sighed in pleasure. Sex with his 
two men never got boring. With three of them, there was 
always someone to scratch whatever particular itch he had. 
He continued to work on Cole's cock as the big tool was 
inserted as far as it would go. 


He gasped as a zing of pleasure raced up his spine, causing 
gooseflesh to break out on his skin. 


“That's an awfully big baton, sir." 


Morgan chuckled. The baton was suddenly against Robby's 
chest as Morgan used it to lift him off Cole's cock onto his 


knees. "That ain't no baton, boy, that's all me deep in your 
ass." 


Morgan finished the statement with a hard thrust of his hips, 
driving his cock even deeper into Robby's ass. With 
Morgan's superior strength, and the baton pressed against 
Robby’s upper torso, he couldn't move. He blindly reached 
down, searching for what he wanted. 


The soft fur of Cole's sac told him he was close to his 
ultimate goal. He followed the pouch down until his finger 
found its mark. Pressing against Cole's hole, Robby waited. 
His patience was rewarded when Cole found the lube and 
dribbled a good amount down the crack of his own ass. 


Robby's finger pushed inside and was quickly joined by one 
of Cole's. 


"Fuck me," Cole moaned, sliding down further on the bed to 
line himself up with Robby's cock. 


The baton against his chest eased before disappearing 
completely. Free to lean forward, Robby grabbed the base of 
his cock and guided it to Cole's stretched hole. Sinking into 
Cole's ass, Robby groaned, all pretences of the game 
finished in his mind. 


"| love you," he whispered, gazing into Cole's eyes. 
Cole smiled. "And | love you." 


A hard thrust from Morgan drove Robby's cock in to the hilt. 
It took several moments, but the two of them found a 
compatible rhythm. Morgan's sweaty chest rode against 
Robby's back as they worked themselves into a frenzy of 
fucking and moaning. 
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Cole was the first to break, shooting onto his stomach. 
Robby looked down at the thick white globs and grinned. He 
wanted to be the last holdout, which meant he only needed 
to break Morgan before he could enjoy his own release. 


He'd learned long ago that talking dirty to Morgan was a 
huge turn on to the man, so Robby let loose. 


"Fuck me, Officer. Pound that innocent ass with your wand of 
justice." Ooh, that last one was really bad, but it seemed to 
be doing the trick. Morgan practically growled as he bit 
down on Robby's neck. Oh yeah, his lover was damn close . 


"You gonna give it to me, sir? You gonna shoot that load of 
cop cream deep into my boy pussy?" 


With a demonic-sounding growl, Morgan shoved his cock 
into Robby one last time. The walls of Robby's ass milked 
the come from Morgan’s cock as Robby finally let himself 
Slip over the edge, sending ropes of seed into Cole. 


Morgan bit once more before licking at the wound he'd 
inflicted. "Love you, sweetheart." 


"Mmm," Robby moaned as they both collapsed on top of 
Cole. 


Happy birthday to me. 
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